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Hail, wadded love! myſterious law, true ſource 

Of human offspring! Sole propriety 

In Paradiſe | —— 

Perpetual fountain of domeſtic fuveets |— 

Hee love 2 . — here lights 

His conſtant lamp; and waves his purple wings; 

| Reigns here, and revels: not in the bought ſmile 
Of harlots, loveleſs, joyleſs, unendear d, 
Caſual fruition Nor in court-amours, 

Mix d dance, or wanton maſt, or midnight ball. 

f MiILTOoV 


Projicit Ampullas, et ſeſquipedalia Verba. 


Ho R. 


— — 
LONDON: 


Printed for F. NEW BE RV, the Corner of St. Paul's 
Church-Yard, 1779. 


"+ 5 0 n 9 * 1 1 — 1 
* 1 N | 
; * 4 * * 3 
— \ * 5 
* * N 
* o 
F'3 At EC? TY 7-474 - 
* w 
/ 9 : . 
0 2 2 — CI - 5 — 
\ , a x 
4. ; 
: ce” 
4 4 ö (4 Ci 2 þ 21 
L f a © 
» . , 
* p 7 Ll 0 — 
$ 4 4% 4 o J 44 * A . 4 * 4 
* * 1 i * py * P 
* „ * 
. — 5 75 " oe... Bas . | 
1 2 ; | Pp. F K | if : 'S' 3 
_ 7 n a 43%, — 4 „ 
$- ; A. . — 
1 
* . 
$ * - 1 * E *® 


; 1 . 
* 1 0 — 19 8 . 
= 
LE ] 8 ® * 
h * — w 
> © PR A. . ar 
8 . . n — „ ; . 
5 x» A " 3 ö 
Auen _ Pp a 
* ” * as SE * — 7 0 
1 CY © * * * 
i * 7 * RD, ** 44 T4 : R 
2 2 "0" 9 —- * 4 = ph 
4 * * 3 
Kol im 4s Don : 
5 bo J * FI «4 4 * 
„ P 4 
MOT 4113 
* > 
by * * * * * * * . * OY 1 
* * + dy * 23 Pal ab 9 
» - ou * = 
ww x 
5106 11 
0 . . * 
- aq S " * * 
- ' - 
n——oo we > wall. 2 — — os — * 
A 
* x 
21 OMA OO 2 
* ve — Y 
j * *; a 2 1 Ws E ; * re A 1 Pu 7 
4 0 * * % 4 " - * * 
W 21 > _ - . 42 Pp) 13 2 * A 3% « F 4% 14 s 4 201 * 
* A x * 
4 OY 2918 4 i + > 12 w 
1 — mY 
* ts @ * 
- 0 4 : 
6 eo» 
— 72 
- +. 
* 1 4. 
5 . Bs. 
* 4 
* 
« 


* 
17K 


1 


T 6 


Spohey by Ae HULL. 


E 


V HEN Athens ff call'd forth the Scenic art, 
To give a living leſſon to the heart, 
The faithful Muſe, on her great taſk intent, 


In Nature's language ſpolce her ſentiment; 


Spoke to the ſoul, which caught the ſacred lore, 
And learn'd to yy een it u before. 


Fir'd by che 50 thy e of to-night, 
By their example guides his daring flight; - 
His pictures from the ſame orig nal draws, 

Nor ſtrays from reafon, to-ſeek: fabſe len? 

He draws his Britons, 4s in days of old, 

When tyrant paſſion govern'd uncontroul'd; | 
When right and wrong were. meafhr'd by the ſword, 
And the blow often went heſdrerche word. =. , 


Rough were their manners, but unſtain'd with 2 | 
Their anger ne'er was hid beneath a ſmile ; 
Tho? furious, when reſiſed, ſoon appeas d 


The proſtrate foe their. gen rous mere rais'd. 


Such Britons were, and ſuch their ſons remain, 
While poliſh'd” France ſucceeds the bath rous Dane; 
Wilen foil'd in arms, to treach'ry has recourſe, 

And 'gainſt ourſelves i inverts our dreaded force. 
Oh! ſoon may Heav'n th' unnat'ral. feud cempaſe, 
Soon turn that force pnited.on our foes 3 

Pay gallic perßdy with ten- fold ame, 

And nobly xindigate the Britiſh, ume ti; 
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. 
By a FRI E N D. 
Spoken by Mri. B UL X EE r. 


\ 


Oor Poet is a blockhead, and Pl! prove it, 
And if you've caught his folly, I'll remove it; n 
We muſt be fools indeed, and fools proclaim'd, 

If by his notions, we are clip'd and tam'd ; 

Shall we not fly full featber d, round this town, 

And in a whirlwind hunt each pleaſure dawn? 

Our preaching Poet in this night's diſcourſe, 

Has ſhewn a wife attack'd, and no divorce ! 

She ſcorn'd a King forſooth, who ſwore to deck her 
With gems, wou'd drain his Treas'ry and Exchequer * 
But no—ſhe lov'd her huſband—vulgar creature, 
And choſe with him retirement. Is that nature? 
Such ſtrange ideas, if not quaſh'd, are ruin, 

And will ande, what faſhion has been doing“ 

But ſhall a whining bard give up our richt? 

Stand by me, Gods! the ſcribbling tribe I'll fight; 
Fight op this theme, till my ones ceaſe to wag, 
And ne'er, thank nature, was it known to flag. 

Had he but ſtudy'd life, and got ſome breeding, 

He then had known Bon Ton, worth all his reading. 
More nobly now each fair her time employs, 

Than ſcolding maids, or rearing girls and boys 

For hardy camps, we quit the lazy town, 

And if we like'our ſoldiers, ſtraw is down : 

Dreſs'd cap—a—pee, we ſtrut en militaire, 

And make France tremble, at our martial air! 

One wwarlike maid forc'd Engliſhmen to yield: 

Fear no invaders, while we keep the field ! 

But, Madam, cry'd the bard, —Wiſdom declares 
Women are form'd for ſoft, domeſtic cares ; 

And when they march in camps, and prate of fieges, 
Horrendum eft ! et contra, nature leges { 


3 * 


— 
, 
% 


E PII OO E. 


Your Latin words, learn'd Sir, are ſhot at random; 

For this plain reaſon, I don't underſtand 'em— 

Did heav'n to men alone for pow'r give brains, 

Let 'em rule better, or reſign the reins; 

Let us but try our ſkill, and if poor we 

Should likewiſe fail, more pleaſant ſure *twill be 
To have in blund'ring ſome variety. 


But, jeſt apart, our Poet, not unwiſe, 
Points out true objects to the brighteſt eyes. 
Daughters of faſhion, let not heedleſs yonth _ 
Force you to fly from Nature, Prudence, Truth : 
How ſweet ſo'er the joy-wing'd moments glide, 
Be not to thoſe three viſitors denied, 
And tho' from cares domeſtic you may roam, 
Still think ſome pleaſures may be found at home. 
Smile not Faſhion will make this plan her own, 
For, tho' you ſeorn it, when by Bards made known, 
You'll feel its pow'r adopted, on the Throne. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA, 


| M * 1 | 1 
du uu, King of Wieden, M. | Alckin 
ö B be $4 Britiſh Earl, General * My. Wroughton, 


of his Forces, 


„ FA young Lord, favourite 
Ekvin, ? 00 ighte, un 3 


Morcar, x > * Gu ade, ighty £4 Mr. Clatket 


Elbert, An Officer under Buthred, Mr. Peile. , 


An - Officer of Ob 
Randolph, . - brighte's Guards, i 


\ $4 Page attendi OF 
Eli, be, ing > 


 Toar, King of the Danes, Mr, L'Eftrange, 
W O M EN. 

Rena, Wife to Buthred, 1 Mrs. Hartley. 

Ela, Her Companion, Miſs Platt. 


Attendants, Soldiers Britiſh and Danes, &c. c. 


SCENE, Buthred's Caſile in York/hire, 


2 


ju * . : * * 8 
1 I. 
# * Fo ye & 4 


'SGENE; The Hill of Buthied's Cafe 
Buthred,—Elbert, 7 


BUTHRED, (with. letters in his hand.) 


E:zzxr, theſe letters from Earl Edgar; ſay 
Thoſe ſons of treaſon, unreclaim'd by mercy,, 

. Unaw'd by vengeance, are again in arms; 
Impatient for their new allies, the Danes : 

And that a fleet of thoſe fierce ravagers 

Hangs hov'ring on the coaſt. They muſt not join | 
The rebels muſt be quell'd, before the Dane 

Can land his powers, — 


ELBERT. 

This will be pleafing news, 
To thoſe young, haughty, valiant- looking lords, | 
| 3 Who 


2 KY TH RED: 


Who flutter round the King and o'er their wine 7 
Fight battles in the air, and conquer worlds. CL 


BUTHRED. 


They may fight bravely in the field too, Elbert ! 
That petulance of youth, and pride of blood, 
Often impel to nobleſt feats of valour. 

But fot theſe hardy rebels ſhould the King 
Know of this mad, baſe inſult on his mercy, 
His wrath, his courage could not be reſtrain'd. 
And much Fear, his preſence would inflame 
Their fury to deſpair His late exceſſes 

Still rankle in their . 


"ELBERT. 


3 Can. Buthred ſee R 
Will 8 aümit a blemiſh 3 in his idol 3 
How blind has friendſhip kept you to his vices ! 


B UHR F D. = 
Yes, Elbert, my foul loves him, dearly loves ble; © 
The brother of my youth, in arts, and arms. 
How oft have we awoke'the ling'ring morn - 
With ſportive mufick o'er the dewy lawns, 
Tracing the tainted footſteps of the ſtag, 
And in "th? enchanting ardour of the chace 
Climb'd the ſteep cliff, or ſtemm'd the rapid flood ! 
Together have we pierc'd th* embattled rank, 
And ſcal'd the crouded rampart, hand in hand. 
Our hopes, our wiſhes, every grief and joy, 
Flow'd from one fource——our hearts knew no diſtinction. 


; E L- 


A TRAGEDY: 3 


r LBERT. 
Vou ſhould fulfil the duty of ſuch friendſhip. 
Claim its true right; and boldly ſpeak his faults. 


B UT HRE D. 

"Tis my fix'd purpoſe ; and J long have ge 
An apt occaſion ; for advice obtruded, 
Without reſpe& to time and circumſtance, 

Loſes its weight, and only gives offence, 
But he” has perceiv'd my view, and till eludes it. 


E LB E R T. 

Then you have loſt his favour. Conſcious guilt 
Dreads virtue's piercing eye, and ſhuns its luſtre, 
Elwin has robb'd you of his confidence 
That ſupple, treach'rous,  fawning ſycophant ! 
That ſhadow of a ſmile !—— 


B UT HRE D. 
Ves! Ev'ry blot 

That ſtains the name of Oſprighte, flows from him. 
I lately check'd him in his mad career, 
Read the black catalogue of all his vices, 
And warn'd him of the conſequence. 

E LB ER T. 

| *Tis done 

I fear'd *twas ſo !—You've ſeal'd your own diſgrace. 
*T were ſafer take the maſter by the beard, 
Than hurt the fav'rite's heel. — 


BUTHRED. 
Can Elbert think 


I fear diſgrace that Oſbrighte can deſcend 
B 2 To 


a BUT HRA E D: 


To hear a hint, a whiſper breath d *gainſt me? 

With all his follies, he's not fall'n ſo low. * 
He ſtill loves virtue. Morcar ſhares his favour; 

The brave, experienced, honeſt ſoldier, Morcar. 


; ELBERT. | 

Honeſt yourſelf, you think that no man years 
A ſtudied face. But honeſty too oft, 
In ſelf-complacence looking up to heaven, 
Falls in the pit, by fraud or envy dug, | 
If timely caution bend not down her eye, 4 
And guide the unwary ſtep,—T hope he's honeſt ; 
Though his avow'd attachment to that Elwin 
Alarms a doubt. But what can Morcar do ?— 
You, only you, whom heav'n has bleſs'd with pow'r, 
Can ſave your country; and her eyes are on you, 


BUTHRED. 

Soon as this riſing is ſuppreſs'd—(and ſoon, 
I hope, our vigorous meaſures will defeat 
The looſe, utifteady councils of rebellion) 
Yet reeking from the field, I'll haſte to Olbrighte, 
And in the merit of this recent ſervice 
With honeſt freedom ſhew him to himſelf: 
Friendſhip ſhall hold the mirrour,—If he tart, 
Shock'd at the black reſemblance, he may change! 
If not! my heart ſhall own his love no more; 
Retir'd from all the cares of camps and courts, 
I'll ſeek true happineſs i in private liſe. 


E LB ER T. 
Retir'd from camps and courts — — from 
_ Olbrighte's, OT 
3 5 And 


A TRAGED Þ 3 


And fix your own. The virtues, which ſo long 
Have propp'd a throne, that ſhakes beneath his vices, 
Exerted for yourſelf, will raiſe an empire 

Firm as the baſis of our Britiſh world, 

And ſpread its arms, like ocean, all around it. 
Who in this warlike age would damp the fire 

Of great ambition Who not urge it on, 

To tear the faded chaplet from the brow 

Of laurel'd indolence, that never ſtrove 

By glory to renew, by virtue earn it 

But, in the lazy pride of anceſtry 

Sleeps under with'ring honours !—See thoſe Danes! 
How often foil'd, how bravely ſtill aſpiring ! 
Where-fame and empire are the prize in view, 

The glory of th' attempt ennobles ruin. 


B UT HRE D. 


No, Elbert, no!—I never can attempt i 
The throne of Oſbtighte, tho* the world beſide 
Shauld riſe in arms againſt bim !—But no more, 
No more of this Trumpet] That trumpet ſpeaks 
our men 
"In readineſs.— I've order'd all to horſe. 
While you prepare, III fly for one ſhort moment, 
To Rena's arms, and with the voice of love 
Soſten the pang of parting, 


[ Exit Buthred. 


SCENE, 


* 
i 


6 BU THR E D; 


SCENE, A Garden. 
Rena——— Ela. 


RE NA, (wth a chaple. u) 


Ela! the wild luxuriance of theſe flowers 
Upbraids our flacken'd care, -My Lord will ſmile, 
To ſee our boaſted work in this diſorder, 


E L A. 
7 Pleas'd with the cauſe, the fight will give him pleaſure. 
His love alone engroſſes all your thoughts. 
| R E N A. 


It does Nor ever ſhall another care, 
Another wiſh intrude into my heart. 
But fee ! he comes the Lord of all my hopes 
He comes my Buthred comes —and I am happy 


(Buthred enters while ſhe ſays this, 


BUTHRED, (embracing.) 


How I could gaze for ever on that face ! 
Whoſe every beauty, tho? the pride of nature, 
Receives its brighteſt luſtre from the mind 
That ſhines divine] y through 


NX. | 
Alas, my Lord! 
Such praiſe from you, may make your Rena vain, 
Behold the ſimpler tribute of my love !— 


B U- 


A TRAGEDY. 7 


| BUTHRED. 
1 greet th auſpicious omen——Vi&ory 


Will neer reſume the gift of ſuch an hand, 
And Thatch 1 from oy brow 


R E N *. 

O my ee 125 1—what viftory 7— | 
Did you not promiſe, we ſhould part no more? 

SUTHEARD: 

No !-— Never will we part, fait excellence, 

To wail a tedious abſence !—But, when gloty, 
The ſervice of my Prince, my country's welfare 
Call me, as now, we ſoon will meet again, 
In ecſtacy, exalted by the pauſe. 


R E N A. 


O Buthred, Buthred! didſt thou love like "Np 
Were thy breaſt warm'd with half the fire, that melts 
My ſick'ning heart, thou could'ſt not leave me thus, 
At every ſhadow, every ſound of glory. 


BUTHRED. 
Think not, my Rena, I can ever leave thee ! 


My life dwells with thee.—Whereſoe'er I go, 
 Thine image lives within my faithful heart. 


on # 


* 
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R E N A. 
I wrong thee not — My willing ſoul's convinc'd, 
That Buthred is all love, all ſacred truth, - 
And brighteſt vonſtancy !—fond, fooliſh heart 
Why 


"$ BUTHRE D. 


Why ſhould'ſt thou think, tho' love warms all thy wilhes, 
Points every fear, and ſweetens every hope, 
My Lord ſhould change the purpoſe of his life, . 

Unbend his mind, and leave the paths of glory ?j— 

No !—My reluctant, conquer'd ſoul reveres 

The ſacred call, and yields you to its impulſe. 

But, tho'.my tongue conſents, my wiſhful eye 
More faithful to my heart, ſhall follow you : 
And when no longer bleſt with the dear object, 
A love-drawn tear ſhall ſhut out every other, 


BUT HRE DPD. 
Soon ſhall the beams of joy diſpel thoſe tears, 
Sparkling with double radiance to receive, 
To bleſs your happy Buthred.— Heav'nly pow'rs ! 
Guardians of innocence, protect my love !— 
R E N A. 
Oh, my lov'd Lord !—And wilt thou ſoon return? 
Is there no danger ?—O my trembling heart! — 
BUT HRE D, (giving her the Chaplet. ) 
| Before this chaplet withers, 11] return, | 
And claim it at thine hand—my love 
| R E N A. 
My Buthred — 
( They embrace, then exit Buthred, 


RE NA, (looking wiſhfully after him. ) 
He's gone —And with him, every ſenſe of joy 
weeping. 
og (weeping 
What various paſſions ſtruggle in the breaſt, 
Where love has fix'd his throne ! Hope, fear, and grief, 
| > And 


— — — — — . 


A"BEAGED:Y. 9 


And joy oerpaying all When Buthred comes, 
One look of his ſhall brighten all this gloom, 


R E N A. 
Love -O how 2 does chat word expreſs 
Th" emotions of my ſoul ?—Each tender tie 
Of nature, friendſhip, ſiſter” s, daughter's love, 
With ſomething more, that comprehends them all— 
Something above them all—above a name, 
Binds me to Buthred, happy did not fear 
Damp every joy, by whiſpering to my ſoul, 
They're too ſublime, too exquiſite to laſt. 
„ 
He muſt be ſafe !—Heay'n guards the paths of virtue. 
Our timid ſex oft ſhudders at the work 
Of frighted fancy, trembling to look forward z 
Where bolder man walks thro” ſecure ; nor ſees 
The phantoms fading in the eye of courage. 
Fear ſtarts at its own ſhadow, where the ſoul 's 
Soften'd by love; and every anxious ſenſe 
Alarm'd— 


KR E N A. 


O how can I but love him, Ela? 
How does he ſtoop to teach my tim'rous mind 
To follow wiſdom, thre* the devious maze 
Of blinded prejudice, and raiſe my eye 
To look at truth ; at every bliſsful pauſe, 
While charm'd attention lies abſorb'd in rapture 


Sweet ning inſtruction with ſome mark of love !— 
C His 


© 10 B UT R E D: 


| His eye, whoſe flaſh appalls the ftartled foe, 
j Melts into tender languiſhing with me. 
| His voice, that thunders terror thro' the field, 
1 Attun' d to love, ſpeaks muſick to my ear 
Muſick, whoſe ſounds ſhall dwell for ever on it. 
But hark !- Trumpet) That . trumpet tells of ſome 
arrival.— 15 5 | Was 
Perhaps tis he !—I'll fly in hope to meet him. 
25 | wh | [Excunt, * 


SCENE fore the Caſtle, 
Plain, Randolph. 


ELWIN. 
Haſte, Randolph !—Mark what way Earl Buthred 
holds ! | : 
His troop fo rapidly pour'd down the hill, 

My eye ſcarce caught their ſhadow, ere the brow * 
Hid them from ſight.— [Exit Randol e- 
He ſeem' d to paint to th Eaſtward. F 
Tf he purſues that courſe, he cannot meet - 

His Royal gueſt—the ſummit of my wiſhes !— 
Fortune, thou Goddeſs of great enterprize, 
Smile on my hopes !—If- Buthred ſhould be abſent, 

. Oſbrighte, already fir'd by the report 

= Of Rena's beauty, may with eaſe be led 

| | To make ſome overtures of lawleſs love |— 

3 T hat ſtabs the peace of Buthred, and repays 

id His inſolence for dating to reprove me; 

And in th' event, may lead to higher hopes. 
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4 TRAGED . it 


; Enter Randolph from the Caſtle. 
Speak, Randolph, is Earl Buthred to return ? 


RANDOLPH. 


The Warders tell, that at Lord Edgar's * 
He led his forees inſtantly to — 


EL WIN. 
To Deira, ſay'ſt thou ?—That's beyond my hopes 
But hark — ( trumpeti). The King I muſt announce his 
coming. ä 
Excunt Elwin, &c.— At the ſame time 


Enter Ofbrighte, Morcar, and Attendants, 


OSBRIGHTE. 

From yonder hill, how richly ſhine theſe plains, 
Clad in the pride of harveſt—and the people— 
Plenty, content, and heart · ſelt eaſe enliven 
The ſmile of happineſs on every face. 


4 MOR CAR. 


Not far from hence, my Liege, where beauteous 
Humber 
Winds ſmiling thro' the fertile vales of Deira, 
There hangs a cliff, whoſe venerable brow 
Shaded with oaks ſo very old, they ſeem 
Almoſt coeval, with the rocks they cover, 
Stoops o'er the ſilver ſtream, whoſe lucid boſom 


Refle ts the vary'd landſcape Here a ſtag, b 
C 2 Lord 
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.12 6+ B U T H R E D: 


Lord of the lawns, without a rival reigns. 
Tue ſeen him ſpring, at the firſt ſwelling note 
The horn has pour'd along the vale; and looking 


A moment round with ſcorn upon his foes, 


His ears arrect, his noſtrils flaſhing fire, 

Bound forward with the wind, and mock purſuit, 
And, oft again, at ev'n have I beheld him, © 
Trot proudly up the cooling ftream : now taſte it; 
Now pluck the brouze, that dangled o'er the banks ; 
And ſeek unterrify'd. his wonted home, 

Freſh, ſtrong, and ſportful; while the baffled TS 
Weary and.weak, hung many a mile behind, 

And dropping here and there, gave up the chace. 


 OSBRIGHTE. 


Mine may be more ſucceſsful ; and to-morrow 
We'll ſee this ſtag unharbour'd.—I have long 
Promis'd to come; and for ſome happy days 
Purſue the pleaſures of the chace with Buthred. 


Enter Elwin from the Caſtle. 
E L WIN. 


My Liege, Earl Buthred is from home. But Rena, 


His geotle conſort, opens wide the gate, 
With duteous welcome, to receive her Sovereign. 


OSBRIGHTE. 
The voice of fame reports her paſſing fair. 


E LW IN: 
Fair did you fay ?—Such abſolute perfection 


: 
44 


52 fRAGED v. 13 
Of ſhape, and feature is above a nam. 


The moſt exalted flights of love-ſick fancy © 
Ne'er ſoar'd ſo high-—Behold{/—aagd own her 5 


Enter Rena, Ela, and Attendants. 


OSBRI G HT E, {gazing on Rena.) 


Beauty !—She comes The Queen of Beauty comes 
Led by the Graces——(balf afide) ; 
RE NA, (bending the knee) 
Health to Royal Ofbrighte !— 
Will my Liege deign to take the humble welcome 
A widow'd houſe affords? And you, my Lords— 
Were Buthred here, his care would make it better. 


OSBRIGHTE, (after a long pauſe) 


| Where thou art preſent, nothing can be wanted 
To pleaſe your gueſts ; or grace their entertainment. 


24200 4 


Alas 1—your Highneſs thinks with too 32 
Frugal's the fare; and rude the entertainment 
A Britiſh houſe affords, whoſe Lord is abſent. 
No chearful dance collects the ſprightly youth 
No muſick echoes thro? the lonely hall. 
The love-lorn ditty, whoſe grave, plaintive trains 


Beguile the hours of female induſtry, 
Is all the mirth, the matron deigns to ſhare. 
OSBRIGHTE. 
Happy the huſband, whoſe remembrance fills 


Fl 
| 
{| 
| 
| 
ö 


f 


. — 
22 2 * A 
-< 64. > nth 1 — on ©. 4b. ith ih ll at — — — 
r Powe = OP, — ne ; 
es tn 5 wa, en. 122 * —_ 2 end —_— «Mere gry | 2 
— al >a — — ” — — 0 _ 


_—— —  —— 
p_—_ — * 


r 


; 

1 
if 

4; 

_ 
FA. o 
A4 


1 
5 
f 
Fi * 7 
. 
* - 
N : 


« 
. 
0 
* 


We'll hold poſſeſſion for him, in his abſence. 


14 B U T H R E P: 
So fair a breaſt as Rena's.- Did Earl Buthred 
Say vrhen * would return? — 


R E N A. | 
My anxious Ropes | - 
Expect him here, this evening. | 


OS B RIG H T E. 
(They all enter the Caſtle but Elwin.) 
EL W 1 N. | 
"Tis ſo !---By Heaven tis ſo !---He takes the bait l- 


His eyes drink poiſon at each burning glance. 


Nature aſſiſt !---Kind beauty ſhew your power * 
This once, and I'm your advocate for ever. 


(He follows into the Cate 


End of te FIRST ACT. 


A TRA EDF. is 
ch. ap Med 
: SCENE, The Hall 
Olbrighte—Elwia, « 


OSBRIGHTE. 


D I D ever nature form a face ſo fair, 
So meaning, yet ſo modeſt ! How her eyes 
Spoke in each Jook, ſhe darted thro' my heart 


ELWIN. 
I ſhall henceforth be own'd a judge of beauty. 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Beauty ?—The word's too weak to paint her charms, 
Or, let it never be profan'd elſewhere— 
That I were Buthred ! and his Rena mine 

Empire and glory I'd exchange with pleaſure, 


EL WIN. 


„ Te even beauty may be bought too dear, 
And Rena gain'd on eaſier terms. — 2 


OS BHRIGH TE. 


| Oh! name them 
But, whither would my blinded paſſion run? 
Paſſion ?—deſpair,—Is ſhe not Buthred's wife ? 


EL WIN. 
Enamour'd of the beauties of Alcmena, 
Jove ſeiz d the moment of Amphytrion's abſence; 
| Aſſum' d 


16 B UT HR E P: 
Aſſum'd his likeneſs, ruſh'd into her arms, 
And rioted on love, three happy days,/. | 
While Phcebus archly wink'd, coy Cynthia wrap'd 
In her black mautle's ſkirt her bafhfal face, 
And drowzy Morpheus ſeal'd each prying eye. 
OSBRIGHTE. 
Your mirth's:ll-tim'd,—You trifle with my pain, 
| EL WHTN, | 
Dare to be Jove And Rena's your Alemena.— 
Your pow'er is here, as great zs his was there, | 
To ſeize your wiſh ; and bury all in ſilence. 
_ OSBRIGHTE. 
O thought of horror |—ſeize the wife of Buthred | 


The right hand of my ſtrength, my firmeſt friend !— 
EL WIN. 


Yet Heav'n approv'd, and bleſs d with great Aides, 
Firſt favourite of fame, his daring love. 
Nor ſcrupled wiſe Antiquity to hail him, 
n and King of all their fabled 83 


e 


O8 BRIG 1 . 
O name it not would I had never ſeen her |— 
My ſoul's on-fire !—Yet ! while I can, I'll ly — 


E L WIN. 
And TRE the fair to mourn her diſappointment 2— 


OS BRIGHT E. 


Fer diſappointment Ho W?— 
6 2 ELWIN. 


1 A 6 E 5 v. 17 

5 bd She kindly bade you; 
To the beſt welcome of a widow'd houſe ; 8 

And where is that, but in the widow's arms ?— ; 
The bluſhing cheek, the throbbing of her breaſt 

Spoke her heart's Hame, that flaſh'd ſo from her eye; 
Deſire look'd dazzled down ! *T'would ſooner warm 
Old age to youth, than all Medea's charms. 


OSBRIGHTE. 
But to wrong Buthred I Enter as a friend; 
And baſely ſteal the jewel of bis ſoul! 


: ELWIN, ; 
And who is Buthred that you thus reſpect him? 6 

Would Buthred pauſe to ſcize his vaſial's wiſe, 

Rifle her charms, then ſend her lightly back ? 

And dare the wretch e'en groan a diſcontent ?— 

Earl Buthred better knows th' extent of pow'r ! — 

And ſhall his Sovereign not exert a tight 

That's paramount to his? — This breaks the chain, 

Which keeps the world in order. Pow'r deſcends 

From Heav'n, and can not have its courſe inverted: 
A King can do no wrong His power's a ſanction 

For all he does. Is Heav'n accountable 

For ſtorms or thunder? - Are its delegates 

Bound by the laws, their arbitrary will 

Preſcribes to their inferiors ?—"Twere abſurd ! 

'Twere a baſe mockery of pow'r to think ſo !— 

By Heav'n I'd ſooner be a ſhepherd's dog, 
And guard the flock, I dar'd not hope to taſte, 

Than bear the pageantry of Sovereignty, 

; D On 


18 UT H. ME. DD; 


On ſuch vile terms. —Well! doth Earl 3uthred know, 
Your pleaſure is his law, and bounds his right. 


OSBRIGHTE, (after a lug pauſe) 
It may be ſo ! But he has ever ſtood 
So fair in my eſteem, ſo near my heart. — 


ELWIN. 


Then leave him, Rena Leave her matchleſs beauties 
To feaſt his ſenſe; and in the pauſe of joy, 
While ſhe relates this triumph of your virtue, 
He'll gaze upon her; and deride your ſeruples. 


OS BRIGHT E, (paſſionately) 
Diſtraction !=Elwin, whither would'ſt thou lead me? 


E L W I N. 


My zeal. to ſerve you may have been too forward, 
I ſaw your wiſh, and pointed to the way, 
But I have been too ready, too officious, 


OSRIGHTE. ed * 
O ſpeak !—Say any thing !But all's in vain.— 


EL WIN. 

Then ſee ! and ſeize your happineſs at once. 
Rena, meer woman, never will refuſe you. 
The ſex is vanity.—Their ready love 
Scarce waits a Prince's aſking.—Force a ſigh ; 
For once aſſume a penſive, love- ſick air; 

Till pity, gentle pity, waken love. 


* O Ss 


— 
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OS BRIGHT E. 


It ſhall be ſo !—Yes ; Rena ſhall be mine. 
Be mine !—Extatick thought | Her yielding beauties 
Shall crown my joy, exalted by the ſtealth ; 
Whole pauſe, and myſtery will ſtill preſerve 
The ſweets of novelty ; and fire the breaft, 
The unſated breaſt with ever-new deſires, 


[ Exit Oſbrighte. 


EL WIN. 
He goes !—Aſliſt, kind fortune, his attempt! 
My fate and Buthred's now are in the balance, 
| [ Exit. 


SCENE, The Garden, 
Rena, Ela. 


E L A. 


Why hangs that penſive cloud upon thy brow ? 
Why doſt thou ſhun thy royal gueſt, who waits 
A ſmile of pleaſure to enhance his welcome? — 


R EE NA. 


Languid the ſmile, and faint the flaſh of joy, 
That feebly ſtrives to glimmer thro' diſtreſs. 
I know not whence ; but ſomething is not right. 
Something ſits heavy on my boding ſoul. 
This farce of ſtate o'erwhelms me.—My full heart 
Sickens at the fulſome flattery, that daubs 
Each ſtudied word; and tinſels all their ſmiles, 


ä E L A. 


I A BUT HRE D. 
1 | E L. A. 
Sec how yon lily droops, without a prop! 
R E N A. 


Sad emblem of my fate So droops my heart 
When Buthred is away But ſoft the King. 


Enter Ofbrighte. 


OSBRIGHTE. 
Thus Eve in majeſty of native beauty 
Tended the flowers of- Paradiſe, which gain'd 
A glow of double brightneſs from her hand. 


R E N A. 


The heav'n- born majeſty of innocence 
Shone then unſullied; and diffus'd a grace 
O'er all her works. 


4 


OS BRIGHT E, (al 


And ſhines reſiſtleſs ſtill; 
Dazzling the down-caſt eye of conſcious guilt. 
Had Eve been awful, amiable as ſhe, 
Man had eſcap'd ; Satan had never dard 


R E N A. 
You ſeem diſorder'd, Sire; the chilling air 
After the morn's fatigue / 
OSBRIGHTE, (in Aa-) 


No I- nothing, nothing 

She's woman ta, weak woman And fuch 
beauty) | [ A/ide. 
RENA, 


A T R A G FE D V. 
W e Þ $0 A, 
I fear, I but intrude upon your thoughts. 
OSBRIGHTE. 
By heay'n, ſhe ſmiles encouragement——( fide) —— 
My thoughts ! | 
O Rena, all my thoughts are fix'd on you. 
R E N A. 
On me !-—1I hope a worthier object fill 
OSBRIGHTE. 


Search all the works of nature—ſhew me one, 
So fair, ſo rich in every excellence. 


RE NA. 
My liege! —(geing.) 
OS BRIGHT E, (catching her hand.) 
Stay !—Whither would my faireſt go? 
You muſt not !—ſhall not leave me 
REN A. Fr 


* 
718 


I cannot, will not ſtay. 


OS BRIGHT E. 


One moment, hear me 
Hear me pour out the fulneſs of my heart, 
That lives but in your ſmiles; that knows no hope 
Of happineſs, but what your love muſt give. 


* K K M 4 
Good heay'n !—unhand me, Sir. You muſt forget 


Who, 


BUT HR E D: 


22 
Who, what I am——the daughter of Earl Seivard, 
The wife of Buthred.— 


OSBRIGHTE, 
Faireſt of creation ! 
Why ſo alarm'd? You can't dread violence, 
Tho fir'd to madneſs by the heav'n before me, 
My ſoul diſclaims fo black a thought. Theſe eyes 
Melting in rapture ſpeak a ſoſter language; 
And plead for willing love. | 


R E NA, (in great agitation, ) 
Muſt I hear this? 
O Buthred, Buthred, why art thou away ? 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Hear me a moment !—gentle Rena, hear me 
Could nature, ſo benign in all her works, ; 


Exert peculiar care if forming one, | 
To make one happy, wretched all beſide ? 


Her bleflings are diffuſive, general 

Their uſe ; and all, but man, enjoy them fo : 
But. man, whoſe blind caprice confines the bliſs, 
Heav'n meant by generous freedom to enhance— 


O, hear him, heav'n !—Support me, Ela—Oh—(farnts) 
PLL 
Oſbrighte my liege,. — for love of heav'n retire—— 
OS BRIGHT E. 
Wretch that I was, to harbour ſuch a thought ! 


But 
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But O fair ſaint, if my unhallow'd lips 

E' er form a ſound offenſive, eber profane, 

Thy purity, call down the wrath of Heav'n 
On this devoted head l And Heay'n will hear 
Thy ſacred voice, and vindicate thy cauſe. | 
| (Exit Oſbrighte. 


RE N A, (recovering) 
O Buthred ! Ela -O where am T, Ela !— 
Inſolent monſter O my burſting heart 


E L A. 


He's gone] and if repentance can atone, 
His crime will be forgiv'n—I doubt, your fear 
Took in a ſenſe too ſerious the looſe words 
Ot levity, and fulſome compliment, 

Which men miſcal a tribute due to beauty. 
Shock'd at th” effect, he went in agony 

Not ta be told ; and ere he went, he ſwore, 
Devoutly ſwore, that never ev'n in thought— 


R E N A. 


Nor ſhall he !—Swear ?—His words, his oaths are all 
Falſe as his heart, and meant but to deceive. 
But never ſhall his hated voice again 


Pollute my foul I- I'll never ſee him more. 
(Extunt. 
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SCENE, The Fat. 


| Ofirighte—Korat, | 


0 S BRIGHT E. 
Send Elwin to me ee ſound to horſe ! 


All human wiſdom, fortitude, and ung, 
Fade in the dazzling radiance of ſuch . 
Diſtraction Can J have her? Dare I ſtay? 
The choice is fate I cannot think What phrenſiet 
War in my brain, and tear my tortur*d foul | - 
To conquer nature, to reſign the reins * t 0 
Of ſtruggling paſſion to the hand of reaſon, 

Is the gteat proof of man —ev'n th' attempt | 
Will ſummon every virtue to my aid. 


. Elwin, 


Have you ſeen Morcar s my train drawn a? 
This moment II away— 1 8 
EL WI N. 
Away, my Liege Po 
Rena, I thought, had charms to keep you longer. 
OSBRIGHTE. 


Stop thy baſe tongue — Tis blaſphemy !—She's vir- 
tue |— 
And I am !—But away I dare not think. 


-. 

- TU 2 
& 
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ELWIN 


we 45 , G 5 Fr 
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| ELW I N. WEL TONE: 
» She has refus'd you then !—and talk'd of 1 5 
| Porc'd a feign'd tear, a ſob or two and heay'd. 
Her breaſt, that pants in ſecret with defire. 
All woman, woman are you fo deceiv'd * 


Oos BRIGHT E. en en 
Licentious railing | Woman'!—=No. She's more. 


Her ſoul is virtue; her all-heautopus form 
It's conſecrated fame. 


E L W 1 N. | 
The dang'rous ſex] > 
Stranger to truth, is all one contradiction} 
Perverſe by nature, woman ſeems diſpleas * 
With what ſhe wiſhes moſt. Their udied words 
Bear no more likeneſs to their thoughts, than fire 
To coldeſt flint, —They're all it and pride. 


OSBRIGHTE. 8 
Her pride is virtue. She's above deceit, | 
1 ſaw, while urging every pow'r of love, + 
I watch'd her eye, and trac'd each ſecret thought, 
I ſaw diſdain, averſion, rage, and horror, 
Change every feature, blot her faded cheek, - 
And tear her tender frame, till nature fail'd, 
And ſhe ſunk lifeleſs into Ela's arms 


ELWTN.' 


And then her lover baſhfully withdrew | 7 
Faint Can I truſt my ſenſes ?—Why, my Liege, 
I met her now returning from the garden; 
E Her 
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Her face all fluſh'd; her eyes y with fierce deſire 
Sparkling and wild—ſmiles dimpled all her ef 


OSBRIGH ©. E. 
In ſmiles? Impoſſible, Youc cannot mean NY 3 


EL W. 1 N. ct 
Kill me, this moment, ere you doubt my truth, | 
I met her glowing, trembling with deſire ; 
And laughing loud, I thought with eager joy: 5 COL, 
But twas thy timid love-provok'd her ſcorn, 
And blunt its pow'rs. One only they Fal toz BE 


And on the fame of that, how!er ill-founded, 
Aſſume a right to ev'ry vice they pleaſe. 


Perfidious creature There can be no truth, 
No virtue in their kind, fince Rena's falſe. 

| N ELWIN, 
Virtue in woman They were made to marr it; 3 


x * - & 
6 6-4 43% # * — 4 


Poiſon its principles, pervert its aim. 


Enter a Page, (who ſpeaks afide to Elvin, 
___OSBRIGHTE. 
Is't poflible ?!——To laugh at my reſpectꝰ 
Inſulting e J but I may 3 
| [Exit Pages 
E LWTIN. 
Efrick, my liege, this moment in his waiting, 


5 Heard Ela order horſes and attendants 


With the moſt earneſt ſecrecy and haſte. 


OS BRIGHT E. 


What can this mean ? 
. 


— 
Were, 
* 
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ELWIVN. 

It means, that virtuous Rena, 
Elate with püde, and and ſturg by diſappointmeht, | 
Will fly to Buthred, with a a well-feign' d tale, | 
Work'd up with Gghe ani tears, to magnify 2 
Her love and virtue; and revehge yout coolneſs ; 


*Till in a flame ſhe blazons her renown ;_ 
And wraps your realms i in bigod and devaſtation, 


0 J B RI GH - of = 
F uries ue muſt be done? 


E L WI N. 
She muſt not —_— 

And you muſt charm her; force her to be ſecret, 
Nothing wins woman like a little ſorce: 8 
It ſaves compliance, faves appearances, 
And keeps a ſhew of virtue for occaſion. 
How will the hide ber bluſhis in your boſom; 
Murmur a ſoft complaint, confeſs her love, 
And make you ſwear, you never will _ _ 


| OSBRIGHTE. 
It ſhall be fo his inſtant 


EL WIN. 
Wait, my liege! 
Till every eye ĩs elos d; till faithful night 
Draws her kind veil; and ſilence watches for you. 
Rena's deſign of flight muſt be prevented; 
And Morcar know you ſtay ; to ſee the men 
Diſpos'd to reſt; that no intruding eye 
Proſane your joy; for nought ſhould wake but love. 
E 2 [Exit Elwin, 


28 n 
OSBRIGHTE. 
Come, friendly darkneſs! hide my guilty joy !— 
Can darkneſs hide ſuch guilt ?—'tis guilt no longer, 


Neceſſity now ſanctifies th attempt, 5 
And what before was loye, is now but prudence. 


E nter Elwin. 


| ELWIN 
- All's done !—and Cupid, panting with impatience, 
Waits to conduct you !—See, from yonder hill, 
Whoſe brow, curled round with clouds, nods o'er tho 

plain; 

Kind night comes muffled in a drowſy miſt, 
Wich opportunity, beſt friend to love, 
Smiling beneath her wing, and beck' ning to you. 
Retite, a moment, to prevent all fear * 
Of your deſign! There give a looſe to fancy] 
Paint ev*ry charm that can exalt delight, 
Then in the tranſport ruſh into her arms; 
And ſatiate ev'ry ſenſe with love and beauty. 


[Exeynt, 


End of the SECOND ACT, 
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4A, % —88 
SCENE, The . 


Elwin, Morcar, 


ELWIN. 


of madneſs !—Treaſon of the blackeſt hue 1— 


Treaſon againſt his pleaſure ; which a prince 
Can never pardon.— All your hopes are ruin'd— 
..MORCAR. 
Periſh the hopes, that flow from other ſource, 
Or want ſupport, but honour.— I diſclaim them 


Juſt Heav'n ! Is ſacred hoſpitality— 
Are friendſhip, gratitude for nobleſt ſervice, 
No longer ties on man's licentious will ? 


E L WI N. 


Words | empty words When claſhing with a 


will, | 
Of pow'r ſufficient to ſupport the breach. 
Priefts may preach virtue; and its laws reſtrain 
The weak or tim'rous.—Is the lordly eagle | 
Stop'd by the web that's ſpread to catch a fly? — 


MORCAR. 


Had ſhe conſented, that were ſome excuſe, 


Some flight extenuation of the crime, 
| But 


©. are n 


But, midſt ſuch cries, as almoſt tempt to think | 
That Heav'n was deaf, to offer violence !— 
?Twas horrible. My ſoul revolted at it,— 
Nor do [ fear the conſequence.—His wrath 
Will ſoon ſublide ; and in a cooler moment, 
He'll thank the honeſt zeal, that ſtep'd between 
His ſoul, and ſuch perdition.— 
E L W I N. 

| Groundleſs hope — 
His rage was only ſmother'd for the moment, 
To burſt with double violence, —T read 112 
is ſoul, when hurrying from the guilty ſcene, 


Furious, and gloomy; as the ſelon wolf 
Slinks growling from the reſcu'd fold He comes 


Retire, a moment, till each ſoothing art, 
That friendſhip can inſpire, appeaſe his rage— 

(Exit A, 
Do you too moralize ?—Preſume to ſcan 
What's done above you ?—You may chance to rue 
Th' officious virtue, which is now your pride. 


A ſtateſman's friend is but his inſtrument, | 


Who ſhould not hear, nor ſee more than he's order d. 
Ta give him to his fate But he's attach'd, | 
Firmly attach'd to me, by gratitude; 

And the ſame notions of romantick honour 

Which made him interfere ſo madly here, 

Inſure his faith ; and in my preſent ſchemes, 

His aid may be of ſervice—Soft, the King— 


„ Eater 


* 


A TRAGEDY. nt 


Enter Ofbrighte, 


osBR 16H TE, (not ſeeing Elwin) 

Would I had never ſeen her . Such an outrage © _ 
Has ſtain'd my fame for ever. My friend's wife !— 
And here, beneath this hoſpitable roof | 
To act the mid-night ruffian, baſely ſteal 
On ſleeping innocence l Twas horrible !— 
Faith, honour, nature ſhudder at the thought 
Is it not poſſible to charm her ſilence?— ' 
© To gildth' affront?—The affront !—'Tis all my OWN— 
Th” attempt; and the repulſe alike reflect 
Diſgrace on me, while ſhe gains nought but honour— 
Elwin ! ( ſceing him) thy fatal councils have undone me 
Blafted my honour, poiſon'd my ſoul's peace— 


E L WIN. 2 


My councils, Sire — Twas Morcar's raſh intruſion!— 
Tb' attempt, and not the deed, is dangerous. 
That, if accompliſh'd, had ſeal'd all in ſafety. 
' OSBRIGHTE. 
No My chill'd heart recoil'd at a reſiſtance 
So unexpected; and ſo full of horror; | 
And caught with gladneſs at the kind prevention 
But ſpeak ; what muſt be done? -(trumpet)—Hark— 
whence that ſound ?— (Exit Elwin. 
Heaven's vengeance may ſend Buthred !—Dare I fee 
him ?— 


See !—meet my friend My friend ?—I have no 


friend, — 
Friendſhip 


Sigard, by Buthred's band. — 
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'F riendſhip is virtue, and diſdains my claim. 


Guilt, ſhame, and fear, which hang the gloomy head, 
And ſhake the heart, for courage flies with virtue— 
Are mine - would fly—would hide me from—myſelf— 
O that I could for ever Furies! Elbert - 


Enter Elbert and Elwin. _ 
ELBERT, (bending the bias.) 


So may the foes of Olbrighte ever fall | 
With blaſted hopes. ; 3 as R evening ſaw 


OSBRIGHTE, (ame 
By Buthred's hand — 


ELBERT. 


A courier from Earl Edgar, in the mon, 
Brought word, that Rebel was again in arms, 
Stronger than ever; and a Daniſh fleet 
Upon the coaſt. Buthred, who knew how dang'rous 
Their joining, arm'd his men, and inſtantly 
March'd off to quell them. Juſt at ev'n we met, 
On Southwold downs ; for fluſh'd with daring hope 
To have ſurpriz'd you in your capital, 5 
They had advanc'd ſo far, without reſiſtance, 

Both armies halted. Buthred offer'd pardon, 

Except t' a few They glorying in their numbers, 

(For they o'er-told us many times; all Mercia 

Roſe like a whirlwind) —in a frantick rage 

Hail'd Buthred King; and bade him lead them on 
| To 


A TN AO FE 5 Y. # 
Tovi&ry, and revenge Vour danger fir'd 
His loyal breaſt.He anſwer d with a blo--w- 

That cleft the fotemoſt rebel to the teeth. 

The fight was ſhort, but bloody. Buthred ſoon 
Singling out Sigard, after brave reſiſtance, | | 
Ended his impious treaſons with his life. 

Aftoniſh'd. all threw down their arms, and fled. 
Buthred forbade purſuit: He knew the ſword | 

Was in his hand to puniſh, not deſtroy ; 

So held the lifted hand of angry juſtice, . 

And fpar'd a blow that would have eruſh'd a bene 


os BRIGHT E, (trembling) 
Be ſtill my heart 1 n did the fight be- 
gin 
e 
At early ev'n; and ended, as *twas dark. 


08B R 1 8 H T, 1. in great agitation) 


The very inſtant.—Had this ſolid earth _ 
Gap'd from its entrails but a moment ſooner, 
And ſwallow'd me alive, my lot were happy—(afide}— 
The fleet, the Danes Did they attempt to land ?— 
SHE # © + | 
They did and following at the rebels heels, 
Came juſt as all was ended. Buthred us d 
The favour of the night to hide his weakneſs, | 
And made a truce.— Then, like the ſacred dove, 
Wien Heav'n's moſt fav'rite tidings in his mouth, 
] F Flew 
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Flew with the olive branch to crown his Sov'reign, 
To York ;—and ſent me here to bleſs his Rena - 


08 BRIGHT E. 
T muſt prevent this meeting — ( aſid:) Elbert, ſtay!— 
Ourſelf will be the meſſenger of joy !— 
Elwin— en him here till my return, 
eee Exit Olbrights, 
ä L WIN. 

Succeſsful, happy Buthred i Fortune ever 
Waits on his ſteps ! and Victory weaves her wreaths 
To crown her favourite — 

ELBERT. | 
Such diſtinguiſh'd merit 
Commands ſucceſs, 1 not the gift of fortune, 
E L W. e 
Yet ſhe ſometimes can pull the mightieſt 0 


I've heard that his domeſtick happineſs 
Exceeds his don That he loves his _— | 


ELBERT. 


Bat her 1—He lives, but in his Rena's. has 
Joy of his heart, and end of all his wiſhes, 
He ſeem d by nature only made for war; 
An dem reſilleſe, and a foul of fre 
But Rena ſoon new-form'd his rugged frame, 
Calm'd his fierce ſoul, and harmoniz'd his virtues, 


ce - 4 17 


- F 


ELWIN 


A TRAGED Y, 45. 
ELWIN. 
Svon will J put theſe virtues to a proof, 


He little fears—Soon ſhew that miſery 
And happineſs may flow from the ſame ſource—(aſide ) 


Enter Randolph. 


RAND OLPH, (t Elwin.) 
The King, my Lord—-(they ſpeak afide ) 


ELBERT. 


What means this wild confuſion 
In every face? Grant Heav'n, that all is right !— 
Elwin, I go to Rena— (Exit Elbert. 
EL WIN. | 
Randolph, haſte !—- 
Tell Morcar, 'tis the King's command, that Elbert 


Be inſtantly ſecur'd, without alarm, 
And guarded ſecretly, till farther orders. | 


(Exit Randolph. 


8 


Fram the other fide of the Stage enter Oſhrighte. 


OSBRIGHTE, 
Elwin, I Gand upon a precipice. 


E L WIN. 


Might I preſume l But my unhappy council 
Is till diſpleaſing— | 


F 2 08. 


36 - B T HR E N;: 


 OSBRIGHTE. 
Think not of what's paſt.— > 
Wanne; car'fh + am berefb of m . . 


ELWIN. 
Haye you ſeen Rena ls the ſtorm allay'd ? 


—— — 
— 
— 
— — 


 OSBRIGHTE. 


Proſtrate on th earth, the beauteous mourner lies, 
ll In wild deſpair, calling for Buthred's aid, ; 
With eyes thrown up to Heaven; while gentle Ela 

| Hangs weeping over her, in ſaddeſt ſilence.” 

1 ſtood aghaſt |—Cold horror froze my heart; 

When Efrick enter'd haſtily ; and to!d | 

| He ſaw a troop come ſweeping o'er the downs — 

The news awoke my ſould.— Should it be Buthred ?— 


F 1 8 — 


__ oy 


i” 


. 
— — — 


L WIN. 
My Liege, ſhake off this weakneſs, this remorſe |— 

Its qualms unman you; and each moment now 
Is big with fate.—He comes Perhaps to ſeize 
Your ſaered perſon, —Then the crown! s his own. . 
= was too cautious, while you might oppoſe him, 

o take the rebel's offer Were his faith 
Unſhaken, he had never ſpar'd their lives, 
To let them riſe again, Such lenity 
Is the moſt plauſible, the ſuteſt bait 

: For popular favour—the belt lure for treaſon, 


2 A crown 


8 


A T R A G E P Y. 


A crown brooks no competitor. His pride 

Each moment will take fire; and make your life 
One ſcene of trouble. Services, like this, 
Cancel reſpect, and look above reward,—( Trumpets. ) 


„ BRIGHT E. 
His trumpets !—Quick, adviſe what muſt be done. 8 


EL WI N. 


The moment he's within the gate, I'll ſeize him, 
Before his men can enter, as a traitor. 
Nor are proofs wanting to ſupport the charge. 
You ſhould, long ſince, have known them; but your 
: love, 4 
Too firm, too credulous, was s fil his guard. 
Elbert already is ſecur d. The reſt 
Robb'd of their leaders thus, will ſtrait diſperſe. 


* [Exit Elwin. 


OS BRIGHT E, (alone) 


It muſt be ſo !—My foul could never elſe 
Have wrong'd the love it bore him. Faithful Elwin ! 
Thou'ſt calm'd the pangs which tore my bleeding 
heart, 


With vain, unmerited remorſe. —( Starti ng ) be 
traitor |! 


Enter 


BUT HR E D: 


38 


Enter Buthred, Elwin, Morcar, Guards, | 


BUTHRE D, (ſ/eized.) 


*Tis falſe as hell !—he !—Ofbrighte give ſuch orders ! 
He never would !—His juſtice will avenge 

This inſult on his friend ¶ ſceing Oſbrighte) My liege 

e „ 

Let looſe your vengeance indicate your name 


ELWIN, (advancing, ) 


Sire !—ln the face of heav'n; and here, before 
You, my Liege-Lord, I ſtand againſt Earl Buthred; 
Call him a traitor—Give his faith the lie, 

And trample on his honour. 


BUTHRED. 
Is it he? —— 
Am I awake ! Does Ofbrighte ſee this treatment? 
And flies not—moves not—ſpeaks not? Innocence! 
Be thou my guardian !— Traitor in—(to Edwin)—thy 
teeth! 
Abandon'd ſlave thou lieſt in thy throat — 
Thy canker'd heart gives thy falſe tongue the lye. 
Be ſtill, my foul I In this important moment, 
Let caution curb thy tranſports.—(To Oſbrighte)—l 
demand 
The right of combat with my falſe accuſer ;' 
This inſtant, hand to hand. —Heav'n will decide 
Unerting! y- TI once—but that's no more — 


O S- 
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08 BRIGHT E. 
Earl Buthred For the name of friend by crimes] 
Have cancell'd and their blackneſs blotted out | 
All memory of thy love Defend thy cauſe, 
And look for juſtice, whoſe impartial hand 
No ill-judg'd mercy ſhall arreſt— 


BUTHRED. 
| | I aſk 
No mercy NE Vat the charge, or grant the combat. 


n | 7 


Grant it, my liege my eager heart pants for it, 0 
| Tho” proofs as glaring as the mid-day ſun — | » | 


OSBRIGHTE. 


The combat ?—No.—His looks avow his treaſon, 
Ourſelf will be the judge. If juſtice hold 
The balance doubtful, let him * it then. 


BUTHRED. 


Does heav'n hear this? — hear Ofbrighte call me 
traitor? 

All ties are broken; love, reſpect, KF ve 
And nature muft bave way. Let all my life 
Let yeſter-ev'n ! Let Oſbrighte ſtanding there, 
A King, with pow'r o'er Buthred, prove my treaſon. | R 
All- Judging heav'n (To Elwin.) Thou knoweſt thy 

Protection! 


| * ſe 


10 B UT HRE PD: 

Elſe would'ſt thou ſtand before a thunderbolt 

In mid career, as ſoon as brave me thus. 

Bur thou't beneath my wrath — Burg not, or heart | 
Let indignation fles] thee ! 7 


RE N A, (within, ) 
| Where's my lord? 


I will have way no force ſhall keep me from him! 
OSBRIGHTE, 


By heav'n * 204 ee er Buthred be 
ſecur'd |— 
Morcar ! ! be "= 's the charge to guard the traitor. 


[ Exeunt Olbrighte and Klin 


Enter Rena. 


R ENA, running to Buthred. 
I will have way—Give me my love, my lord — 


BUTHRE D, (embracing.) 
O!] joy of my fond heart! — Thou only hope 
Of happineſs, that ever ſooth'd my ſoul ! 
Thou mak'ft an he-? nl — The See ſur- 
round thee, 
Can blunt the ſting of grief, ſpeak peace to ndaſh, 
And charm deſpair.— The tyrant meant eo ſoften 


hs . by leaving thee. 
REN A, (Parting, 1 
| Wrongs?=Gracious bea / n 
And has he told you ?— 
"OE B Us 


AT N 1 8 1 5 T. 
B UT HRE D. 
Told me?—See theſe guards 


REN A. 


05 myprophetic fears Ihe neꝰ er will ſtop, 
Until the tieaſure f his gilt is full.— 
On what pretence ? 


BUTHRE D. 
The worſt, my Rena, treaſon | | 
But heav'n is juſt, and will avenge my wrongs —= 
Will diſabuſe his poiſon'd ear; and ſhew 
My faith in brighter luſtre, 
R E N A. 
Never, never, 


Win the baſe heart of Olbrighte do you juſtices — * 
His guilty feat will ever be your foe. 


BUTHRED. 


What can .this mean r looks, your words 
portend ' 
ee ee with 
Of hieav'n go farther than the wrongs I know ?— 
My ſoul's atarm'd to madneſs. —Speak, large you. 


eue Elwin and two Officers. 
ELWIN. 


| Lady, (to Rena) the King has otder'd, that you leave 
This place—your women wait you in your chamber. 


G . 


4s BUTH RE D: . 
es R N N A. 
No !—Nevyer will I leave my Buthred more 
EL WIN, (afide to Morcar.) 

Morcar, my friend ! when Rena is remov'd, 
Let Elbert be admitted to Earl Buthred. 
Tl ſend him ſtrait—You'll watch each look and word. 
Something may drop that ſhall unfold their . 

B UT HR E D. 
Inhuman tyrant !—what new inſult's this ? 
E L WIN. 


Tyrant J—{ looking contemptuouſly on 'Buthred)—Then 
pow'r ſhall force her hence— 


[Catching her hand, and giving it to Ela 
RENA, (/frugglng.) 
3 It ſhall not ! 
Drag bear me piece-meal—I will not—O ! Butkred ! 
[A. Elwin forces her off, Buthred is ſrinad. | 


BUTHRE D. 


Has heav” n no thunder Does its vengeance fleep | 
Careleſs, or impotent !——But, hold my heart !— 
Ane. ue have been fellow tans, Morcar ! 


MORCAR. 
My lord, the higheſt glory of my life 
Has been to follow you to victory. 


aA TRAGEDY. 4 
BUTHRED. 


Then, Morcar, tell me, for thou canſt, what meant 
ſhe—— | 


What Rena meant, by thoſe dark dreadful hints?— 


 MORCAR. 
Berhappy; O my lord, in ignorance, 
A moment longer.—Soon, too ſoon, you'll know t.— 
Ill-tidings fly upon the livid wing 
Of lightning ; | 
BUTHRED, (impatient) © - 
Tell me, Morcar, Iconjure you. 
MORCAR. 


Be calm, my lord !--Impatience weakens virtue; 
Takes off her guard ; and yields her to the foe, 
She ſcorn'd, while reaſon watch'd i in her defence. 


| BUTH RED. 
O Morcar !-—Eaſe my ſoul, but of one fear 


| MORCAR 
Virtue, like Buthred's, can't indulge a fear! 
Can't build a hope on er and all 
The cares, which fill it, are beneath his thought. 
BUTHRED. 
| What can this caution lead to?: Speak My brain 
Works into madneſs—Doubt is worſe than death. 
| MORCAR, 
Fl eaſe the pain of doubt I wiſh I could 
4 G 2 More 
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J can't proceed (ade) My lord, I muſt go hence 


Is open, every eye intent upon you. 


44 BUTHRED: 


More happily. But you muſt be obey'd.—- 
Oſbrighte, with all his virtues, (he has many 
Many, and ſhining; Buthred knows he has! 
Ofbrighte is but a man; and men are ſlaves 

BUT HRE D, (Aarting.) 

Paſſions ! human paſſions !— 
By heav'n he dar'd not —dar'd not have a W 
MOR CAR. 
my lord, think where, and how we axe )—My life— 


_BUTH RE P, (irembling.) 
I'm calm !—Proceed—Paffians ] will be calm 


MORCAR. 
The anguiſh of his ſoul is too affecting 


But ſee, your faithful Elbert comes ta ſhare 

The ſuff "rings of his friend !-—He can unfold 
The myſtery of this ruin But beware |— 

Curb well your tranſports think, that ev'ry car 


LA Elbert enters from one fide of the ſtage, Morcar 
hy f at the other, with the Guard, 


E I. B E R T. 
(Seeing Buthred fand with his eyes fix'd upon the amend} 
Can that be Buthred ? that the ſon of Brocard? 


The man whoſe frown was death Whoſe mighty acts 
3 Aftoniſh'd 


8 * 
1 


A T R A G E D y. S . 
Aſtoniſh'd fame, and ſeem d the work of fate | [1 


O Buthred ! reaſon, virtue, manhood bluſh !—— | | 
Fielding ta ſorrow never brings telief, | | 


BUTHRED 
Relief !—the hand of heav'n ean't reach it now, 
Death anly can relieve ; and I muſt feek it. 
ELRERT. 


Let thoſe ſeek death, who are afraid to live. 
Deſpair's beneath you !—"Tis the coward's courage; 
Diſtruſtful of his own abilities, 

To ſtand the ſhock ; and ſtruggle with deſtruQion! 
Hope lights the brave man's dungeon—Live, and hope: 


BUTHRED. 


The flatterer has forſook my breaſt I dare not | 
Een ſoothe my fainting ſoul with pleaſing wiſhes } | | 
It loaths th* impoſlible, deceitful phantoms, | 
But what can I hope for ? . | 


ELBERT, 983 
Revenge! Revenge 


The hope, the happineſs of injur d man !|— 


While ge lives, let that poſſeſs your ſoul? | 


BUTHRED. 


O could I hope to ſeize the tyrant's throat— 
But vain deluſion What avails,e'en vengeance ? 
Can it go back ?—Undo what's done i-—My love, 
_ honour's ruin d 3& 
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ELBERT. 


Not til you ſubmit | 
With patience to th affront, —The deadlieft wrong 
When foil'd in the attempt, leaves no diſhonour. 


BUTHRED, ( farting.) 
Foil'd in th' attempt —th' attempt ?— 
| ELBERT, 
No more — 


The facred myW'ries 0 of your marriage-bed 
Are unprofan'd——Your Rena's purity 


Unſullied as the ſun-beam, 
BUTHRED, (wenbling.) 
Say'ſt thou, Elbert? 


| My Elbert, ſay'ſt thou ſo ?—Thou ſcorn'ſt to raiſe 

A bafeleſs hope, whoſe fall muſt plunge thy friend 

In aggravated woe Then hence deſpair |— 
Vengeance, I'm wholly thine !—Tho' how to ſeck——— 


ELBERT, 
Be that my care 1—Juftice has rais'd her arm; 
Nor ſhall the tyrant's guilt another morn. 
Glare in the offended eye of heav'n unpuniſh'd. 
Move this way yet I would not be o'erbeard,— 
I've gaig'd a ſoldier of the tyrant's guard, — 


Enter Morcar with Guards . 


MORCAR 


My lord, I'm order'd to convey you hence, 


A. TA A6 DX. 47 


Obedience, tho? a duty, oft is painful. 
I wiſh I might diſpenſe 


BUTHRED. 


| A pris'ner too? 
Under this roof ?—Be heav'ns dread will obey'd.— 
Lead to my dungeon !—Ev'ry place alike 
Where tyranny prevails is hell to me, 
19 [ Zreunt. 


End of te THIRD ACT. 


SVUTHR S p: — 
| . ACT W. 
SCENE, The Hel. 
\ 
Enter on one Side, Oſbrighte, Elwin ls ads 
| | ether, Morcat, with Elbert guarded. 


OS BRIGHT E. 


'H | | Escarp By Heav'n I fee you're traitors all = 
5 My Liege, it was impoſſible to flop him, E 
| Elbert made good the paſs, againſt all their efforts, 
While Buthred leap'd the wall, Five breathleſs bodies 
1 | | Atteſt your ſoldiers faith— 
Wo OSBRIGHTE. 
Þ AuQdacious traitots— 
Search out the darkeſt, deepeſt, noiſome dungeon, 
And plunge him headlong in eternal horrors. 
His guilt, his treaſons be his ſole companions, 
14 His food, hope, comfort,— | 
Wl | ELBERT, (at he is l . 
|S Tyrant! I embrace 
* | My fate with pleaſure, ſince my friend is free |! 
. | : | He will revenge me— (Exit guarded. J 
i OSBRIGHTE., 
4 Morcar, ſound to hofſe !— 
i This inſtant I'll to York— (Exit Morcar) 
| | Jou 
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You go with me.—(to Elwin) - 
Morcar ſhall tarry; and defeend this caſtle. 
The traitor's arms are here; and it commauds 
The country round | 3 
E L WIN. 
A Might I preſume t adviſe, ' 
You'd ſend to York.—Morcar ſhould haſten thither, 
And levy force ſufficient to confront - ,. 
The danger.—All the country round is fill'd 
With Buthred's vaſſals, whoſe ſuperior force 
Would ſoon o'erpower your guards. — Vou' re here in 
ſafefy. 
Rena is hoſtage for what ternis you pleaſe, — — 


Enter Morcar. 


MOR CAR, (io the King.) 


To horfe—to horſe ! Their force is ſcatter'd yet; 
Their daring not confirm'd enough to face 
Their Sovereign !—If you ſtay, they'll think it fear; 
And all fly off to Buthred.—The King's preſence 
Is in itſelf an army, againſt rebels. 
The boldeſt courſe is often ſafeſt No = 
A mighty troop bears to the weſtern gate — 
OSBRIGHTE. | 
And I'll receive them with a ſoldier's welcome — 
Come on !—This ſword ſhall cruſh their impious hopes— 
[Exeunt all but Elwin, 


H - E.. 


50 R: 


E EWIN, 


Curſt fate I- that he ſhould ſcape ſo If they meet, 
On any terms of parley, all my ſchemes 
Recoil on my own head, and I am ruinꝰd 
Vengeance inſpire me naw.—( Pauſe) — Yes, that muſt 
be it. 7 _ 


SCENE, On and fore the Wal ofthe Gol 


Oſbrighte, Elwin, Morcar, Guards, on the Walls—— 
Buthred and Soldiers advancing to. the Gate. 


( Trumpets ſound a Parley from the Walls, 


OSBRIGHTE. 


What means this boſtile ſhew, this din of arms ? 
What foe invades What rebel dares to raiſe 
His arm againſt his King ? 


BUTHRED. 
Ungrateful, baſe 


Ofbrighte!—for words afford no blacker name 
Thus I renounce allegiance to a tyrant— 


| ( Throwing away his flaff. 
T hus hurl 5 in thy face. Deſcend.— 
If chour't a man, deſcend, and do me right 
Here, with thy ſword; and ſpare the guiltleſs blood, 
Which elſe mult deluge o'er this wretched land 
To expiate 


O 8 


A: TRA OE D y. pu 
OSBRIGHTE. 
I take thee at thy word!— 
Draw off your men [ here lay down my ſtate, 


And ſtoop to meet you, Morcar, ope the gate, 
And ſee the field is fair. 


EL WIN, 
Forbear, my liege ! 
The combat's mine—1 claim it.—I reveal'd 
The myſtery of his treaſon ; which my ſword 
Shall prove upon him. Till he clears his honour 
In fight with me, he cannot meet another, 


BUTHRED. 


Can Elwin think ſo gallantly? — Oh come, 
Come firſt !—Thy fate begins the ſacred work 
Of juſtice, and prepares for nobler vengeance. 


[Elwin goes F. 
(Turning to his men.) 


Draw back, my friends! While Pvea ſoldier's right, 
Let not an arm be rais'd in my behalf, 

If I ſhonld fall, obey the will of heav'n— 

Return in peace, and think no more of Buihred.— 


(Turning to Oſbriglite) 


And now, in this ſhort calm, before the ſtorm, 

In which or one, or both of us ſhall periſh, 

Tyrant attend And hear the voice of heav'n 
Speak from my mouth the vengeance that impends. 


H 2 Enter 
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Enter Elwin, and two Soldiers forcing in Rena. 


ELWIN, holding his ſword againſt Rena. 


Thus 1 begin the combat |—here I pierce 
The traitor's heart! Hy 


BUTHRED. 
0 Morcar! Olbrighte! ſave her. 


OSBRI GHTE. 
Hold, Elwin hat would'ſt thou pep oe ? 


# L w. I N. 
My liege! — 

Morcar, draw back, I will not be prevented, | 
I ftrike, if one of you advance a ſtep. 
Forgive, my liege, the warmth of honeſt zeal !— 
Shall I ſtand by, and fee my Sov'reign ſtoop 
To ſuch indignity ?—The thought i is treaſon |! 
If thou (to Buthred ) art innocent, diſband thy pow' rs 3 
Give =o thy {word, and yield thyſelf to Juſtice, 


BUTHRED. 


Can heav'n look tamely on, and ſee its juſtice 
Inſulted thus? Are innocence and virtue 
No more its care? — What ſhall I do to ſave her ? 
Elwin, withdraw your ſacrilegious hand— 
Reſtore my wife, and you (hall all eſcape— 
All (hall go hence in  fafery. 955 


EL WIN. 
Shall eſcape | 


At UM a GB DUY. 


Such inſolence but aggravates your guilt— 
Yield, or I ſtrike this moment. 


BUTHRE D. 
| Oſbrighte, hear me! 
Your breaſt once glow'd with ſentiments of honour. 
Can you bear this To crouch for ſafety thus ?— 
You once were brave Once — 
OSBRIGHTE. 
Elwin, on thy lite, 


This inſtant ſheath thy lword. —Baſe inſolence 
Traitor, J ſcorn your charge, and come to meet you. 


EL WIN, 


Let my life pay the forfeit, when your honour 
Is vindicated from this inſult Once, 
This once, I dare to diſobey your orders. 
Does Buthred heſitate ? — This moment then 


3 H R E D. 
What ſhall I do: Hold !—I forgive you all! — 


Forgive my wrongs ; and here, abjure for ever 
All thoughts of vengeance Let her but be ſafe ! — 


RINA. 
[ Raiſing her head, which ſhe has till now held down, 
covered with her hand.] 
Hold, Buthred ! whither would thy madneſs run? 
Wouldſt thou ſubmit to bear a ty rant's outrage ? — 
Give up your own, your country's liberty, 


To fave a life I ſcorn on ſuch batc terms: 
8 My 
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My blood, like fam'd Virginia's, ſhall be hallow'd 
By Buthred's vengeance to my country's freedom; 
And raiſe eternal honour to our name, 


BUT HRE D. 
Tranſcendent virtue | —Why will nature bear 
The conflict longer, and my heart not burſt ? 
ELWIN, (raifing his hand as if to ſtrile) 
Death! ſhall I dally thus ?—Yield, or by heav'n—— 
BUTHRED. 
I yield! I yield. O fpaxe her life I yield= - 
Retire, my friends, and leave me to my fate ! 
Heav'n will ſome other way relieve my country. 
I am unworthy, and its hand's againſt me. | 
[Throws down his fword, and ruſhes diſtractedly 
into the Caſtle, while his men draw off, with 
geſtures of diſtreſs. 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Morcar, ſecure the gates, and man the walls. 
I go not hence to-night—My faithful Elwin, 
Whoſe care ne er ſleeps, how ſhall my love reward thee ? 


E L WIN. 


Where duty bids the utmoſt in our power, 
And love thinks all too little, kind acceptance 
O'erpays the weak endeavour. — But, my liege! 
Prudence and honour equally demand 


Earl Buthred's inſtant death ! 
"i O S- 


QSBRIGHTE. 
I'll fee him firſt ; 
While his foul fruggles i in this ſtorm of — 
And ſound, myſelf, 1 of his deſigns. 
W en ſhuts. 


SCEN'E, The Hall. 


Oſbrighte, Buthred, Morcar, Guards—(Buthred di/- 


arm'd)—Ofſbrighte waves his hand, and all but Buthred 
retire. | 
 OSBRIGHTE. 
I come not, Buthred, to inſult your fall; 
To trample on your ruin I diſdain | 
Such low revenge. Bluſhing regard would rather 
Plead for a name, once dear— 
' BUTHRED. 
Away !—My foul 
Diſdains all knowledge of thee !—Art thou he, 
Whom my heart lov'd—whoſe ſteps I led to glory? 
| os BRIGHT E. 
Buthred !—My heart would offer terms of friendſhip. 


BUTHRE D. 
Friendſhip - Reſtore my liberty this moment! 
Kneel for forgiveneſs, and I may o'erlook thee 
But never hope for more. The cowardice 
That plac'd my wife between thee and my ſword, - 
Sunk thee beneath my vengeance, | 


OS. 
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O8 BRIGHT E. 
n Hs beware !J——= * 
Buthred, FO id o'er a gulph; and mercy 
Provok'd thus, may draw back the hand ſhe ſtretch'd 
To ſave thy fall Purge off the charge of treaſon 


By thine own oath, and Elbert's—Swear anew 
Faith and allegiance—Leave your wife an hoſtage ! 


| _BUTHRED.. 2 
My wife an hoſtage —Righteous heav'n !—the blood 
Of Sigard, that ſtil] recks upon my ſword, 
Is hoſtage for me Leave my wife with thee /— 
To tempt new outrage in the hour of riot ! 


OSBRIGHTE. 

Your Sov'reign's royal word ſhall be her ſurety 

For honourable treatment. On theſe terms, 
And theſe alone, I'Il let thee go in peace. 


BUTHRE D. 


Peace !—Not the wealth, the empire of the world, 
The groans of mankind—Not the pray'rs of angels 
Should charm my vengeance—win one thought of peace. 
Should heav'n relent, and free me from thy pow'r, 
Thro' ev'ry gloomy, baſe retreat of guilt, 

Each lurking place of fear will I purſue thee— 
PII ſeize thee, tear thee trembling from the altar. 


.OSRIGHTE. 
Shall I bear this? Black traitor ! conſcious guilt 
Aſſumes in vain this thin diſguiſe of phrenzy. 
Inſulted mercy now gives place to vengeance. 


Ph 


AE A'GRD Y. 37 
Tl ſtudy tortures for your ſoul ! This moment 
Know, that I go this moment to your Rena. 
No terms ſhall bribe, no flattery win compliance, 
1 ruſh upon her, rifle all her charms, 
And while I ſatiate ev'ry greedy ſenſe, 
*T will glad my ſoul to hear her call on Buthred. 


B UT HRE D. 


My Rena's ſafe, and I deſpiſe your threats. 
Her love, her truth, her honour will defend her | 
[ Exit Oſbrighte. 
Defend her oh !—My Rena, thou muſt die !— 
And is my only conſolation plac'd 
In Rena's death ?—Can 1 wiſh Rena's death * 
That grief would ſtupify, or burning rage 


Diſtract at once, without this ling'ring torture 
Of grief that leads to Madneſs were a mercy |— 


[ Guards enter, and lead him F. 
SC E N E, A cane 
kids and Ela, 


MOR CAR. 


Fair Ela, your requeſt 3 is hard, but beauty 
Plealing for virtue muſt not be refus'd. 
Oſbrighte will ſoon retite. Within this hour, 
I'll lead the beauteous mourner to ker lord. 
Heay'n heal their griefs, ar d give an happier meeting. 


[Exit Ela. 
] Enter 
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Enter Elwin. 


ELWIN. 


Morcar, the moments of anxiety, 
While eager expeQation and ſuſpenſe 
Wait panting for the rip'ning of our hopes 
Art length are over—Fortune is my own. 
Ofbrighte, as ſoon as morning lights his way, 


| Repairs to York, and leaves Earl Buthred here 


To my diſpoſal, who will guard him well. 


MORCAR, 
And tell me, Elwin, what is Buthred's crime? 


ELWIN, 


To Ofbrighte, Rena !—And to me, ambition,— 
My hopes could never flouriſh, while his frown 
Might blaſt their bloom ,—nor ND be ſecure, 
And happy, while he lives, and may avenge—— 
We may forgive the wrongs we feel. — But never 
The man we've wrong'd— His life alarms our fears. 
And prudent fear prevents remoteſt danger, 
Ofbrighte is gone to reſt, and weary'd nature 
Uncqual to the workings of my foul, 

Muſt be indulg'd. —At the firſt bluſh of dawn 

My genius triumphs over Buthred's virtue, 


(Exit Elwin. 


MORCAR, (alone.) 


Could I be this man's friend What kindred vice 
Percciv'd he in my nature, that ſhould win 


His 


” FROS, i of 3 a» © > - 99 


His confidence ?—My foul deteſts the thought. 
Honour looks down diſcountenanc'd ;-and virtue 
Sickens, polluted by the baſe connect ion. 

Before the King's departure, I'll unfold 

The whole—and then I'll quit him, —While I ſtay, 
High in unbounded confidence and favour, 

Honour binds duty, and I muſt obey him, 


SCENE, Buthred's Apartment. 


BUTHRED, (aline)— Diſuvered. 


At length *tis night—and now the wearied v:orld 
Luli'd in the downy lap of fleep, renews 
Its waſted vigour, loſing every care 
In kind oblivion. Darkneſs ſuits the gloom, 
T he blacker gloom, that ſhrouds my joyleſs ſoul, 
But yields no reſt No reſpite from my grief. 
O that with brutes I could lie down to ſleep, 
And riſe refreſh'd, as to a new exiſtence. 
No ſenſe of evils paſt, no boding fear 
Breaks their repoſe ! The preſent they enjoy, 
Nor fear the future But ill-fated man, 
Rack'd with remembrance, anxious hopes, and fears, 
Can never ſay, This moment Iam happy.” 
To- day, the fancy pictures pleaſing ſcenes, 
And ſays, ** To-morrow I ſhall be moſt happy.“ 
To morrow comes, and brings us all we wiſh'd for ; 
Yet ſtill th' inſatiate ſoul propoſes more, 
And the ſame round— 


I 2 Enter 


„ BU THR D;: 
Enter Rena. | 


Ye gracious pow'rs of Heaven 1 
Some angel ſure, in pity to my grief, 


Aſſumes that likeneſs, deareſt to my ſ ſoul, 
And comes with mercy— 


'R E N A. 
O my love. my Lord |— 
BUTHRE D, (embracing.) 
Tis ſhe '—By all my hopes of Heav'n, tis Rena = 


R E N A 
Now burſt my heart; and I ſhal die in bliß.— 


B PU T HRE D. 
Ye pow'rs, mho order—who delight! in virtue, 
Look down on bleeding innocence; and own, 
If juſtice guides your rule, 1 muſt have vengeance. 


When I am dead, O may the ſmiles of Heav'n 
Brighten upon my Lord, and bleſs his Iife— 
| BUTHRE b. 
Think not of death! Hope promiſes revenge, 
And you mult live to ſee it! To behold | 
Your wrongs redreſs d! — Juſtice were incompleat, 
And vengeance elſe would gaſp unſatisfy'd,— 
RiE N A. 
What ſharper tortures yet ſhall tear my heart ! 
Decep tho* my griefs, fear doubles every pang, 
+ Hogs . 8 
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Fear for my Buthred ! for—O what a load 
Is wretched life !—How ſhall I lay it down! — 


BUTHRED, (tenazrhl.) 
Rena -I charge you, Rena !—Guard your life, 
While honour gilds it, makes it worth your care.— 
But, Rena, I would die to fave my honour |— 


Tho? my ſoul lives but in you, guard your honour !— 
For what is life without it ?—Rena !—Rena !— 


R ENA. 
Lord of my heart, I ſce, I fear your love; 
That never ſhone ſo beautiful before, — 
So bright as in this trial Ves, your Rena 
Win guard her honour; guard her Buthred's honour. 
Death looks not terrible, when virtue calls; 


When Buthred's virtue, ſtruggling with his love, 
Points cut the ſacred way ; ard bids his Rena 
Fly; with her reſcu'd honour to its arms. 


BUT HRE D. 
O ſum of all perfection How my ſoul 


RefleQs thy radiance, brightens in the blaze 
Of glory, that ſurrounds thee— 


Enter Ela, who beckons to Rena. 


1 


| I attend. 
O Buthred, I muſt go—muſt leave thee thus, — 


BUTHRED. 
We part, my love, to meet in happineſs !— 


RENA. 


Gt xo Tt nr D: 
R E N A. 
Yes, my lov'd Lord—we'll meet again—in Heav'n— 
Till then | 


SUTHRED. 


I charge you by this dear embrae, 
To live, and hope for happineſs —— 


R & N A. 


Fs I go! 

44 | One more But one look more Perhaps the laſt 

Shall ever bleſs theſe eyes O Buthred ! Buthred !— 
I [Exeunt Rena and Ela, 


BUTHRED, (alone.) 

Let me not think of her la melting ſoftneſs 
Unmans my heart, and blunts it for revenge !— 
Tho? caſt beneath the reach of hope, that pow'r 
Which hurl'd me unſuſpecting down, can raiſe me 
To work its will ;—and (throws himſelf on the floor) 

here PII wait its call — 


Enter Elbert, (his fword Bloody.) 


ELBERT, (in a bw voice.) 


Buthred i- my Lord !—Where can he be? My fcul 
Miſgives me !—Hatk I- And yet, he ſhould be here! 
Elſe, why that centinel ?—My Lord! Earl Buthred |— 


B U- 


A. n Ae i @< 
BUTHRED, (farting up.) 


By all my wrongs !—My hopes — The voice of El- 
bert !— 


ELBERT, (giving him the ſiuord.) 
Vengeance calls Buthred !—Sends him this by Elbert, 


BU T HR E D. 
And do I live to graſp a ſword, once more ? — 


Tyrant, I come Grim Vengeance lights my way, 
And horror ſtalks before — ( going.) 


ELBERT. 
A moment's pauſe 
Secures your hopes !—Wait till your light's remoy'd— 


BUTHRED, (looking at the fword. ) 
And bloody happy omen 


ELBERT. 
The ſlave's blood, 
Who in the morn n betray'd us. At your door, 


I flew the wretch aſleep upon his guard. 


BUTHRE D. 
Bu ſay What miracle freed thee ? 


ELBERT. 
| That pow'r, 
Whoſe care is ia. to this caſtle, 
They threw me in'the tower, that's o'er the vault 
Whoſe mouth, o'ergrown with briars, and choak'd 


with ſtones, Fa 
pens 


<&  Aawirinz's's; 


Opens among the rocks, above the ſtream. 

When all was ſtill, I wrench'd the ſecret door, 

Forc'd my way through, and gain'd the neighb'ring 
wood ; | . , \ 

Where ſtood a few of your moſt faithful friends, 

Helpleſs, amaz'd, and gazing on each other, 

In ſad ſuſpenſe. My coming gave new life, 

But ftill our numbers were too weak to force 

The tyrant's guards ; and ſomething muſt be done, 

Without a moment's loſs —So ſtrait I ſent, 

Edred and Algar, in your name to Ivar— 


BUTHRED. 

Ivar !—My country's ruin'd I Bring the Danes ! 
Let looſe their fury, rapines, rapes, and murders !— 
Elbert !—Thov'ſt marr'd the labours of my life, 
And overturn'd my honours !— 


ELBERT. 
All delufion= 


Away with every thought but of revenge 
That, only that, can raiſe Earl Buthred's honour 
Which now lies bleeding in the duſt—His own, 


His Rena's honour, — 


BUTHRED. 


| May black infamy, 
And foul reproach for ever brand his name, 
Who'd build his honour on his country's ruin,— 


Cries 


FEE AUTIETDY 
Cries of complaint, and direful execration 
Pour'd forth to Heay'n, in bitterneſs of ſoul 
By every raviſh'd maid, and childleſs mother, 


Shall be our dread memorial.—Let me die 
Let Rena die !— 


ELBERT. 


will Oſbrighte let her die, 
While beauty feeds deſire While hate to you 
Shall urge him ?— 


BUTHRE D. 


No !—By Heav'n the tyrant ſhall not 
By Heay' n, he ſhall not, tho" the world were ruin'd. 


ELBERT. 


Think not of ruin !—You but ſave your country. 
Has the red wrath of Heaven fo dire a ſcourge 
To wreak its vengeance, as a tyrant's rule ? 
Give him to juſtice, and your reſcu'd country, 
That groans beneath his vices, ſhall revive, 
And bloom again in happineſs and glory,— 
Ivar, by this, draws near 


12 | 
| | And muſt I meet him ?— 
Meet !—Make a friendſhip with my country's foe; 
And ſeal it with its ruin ? 
ELBERT. 
O beware !— 


Relapſe not !—Tempt not Heav'n by ſuch vain weaknefs. 
K Think 


66 e D: 


Think that on this important moment hangs 
Your fate.—That if ſurprize prevent him not, 
Elwin will baffle your attempts again, 

You fight now for your country.—Your revenge 
Goes hand in hand with its deliverance, 
Hallow'd by Heav'n to ſuch a glorious end. 


BUTHRED, 


Give me revenge, and let me free my country, 
I aſk not longer life.—(#neeling )—O witneſs Heav'n ! 
Who read'ſt the ſecret purpoſe of the heart, 
Not all the pow'r ambition ever gaſp'd for, 
Has charms to tempt my ſteady ſoul, or warp 
My love, my filial duty to my country, | 
| [ Exeunt. 


End of ide FOURTH ACT: 
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&.©-4 V. 


SCENE, 4n Antichamber. 
Enter Oſbrighte (from a door in the flat) meeting Morcar. 
(Alarms) 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Wu ENCE theſe alarms, which thus from every ſide 
Diſturb the ſacred filence of the night ? 


MORCAR, 


My liege, the country all in flames, and th' air 
Tortur'd with helpleſs ſhrieks and dying groans, 
Their wonted harbingers, proclaim the Danes, 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Would it were day, that I might burſt upon them! 
Might pour my vengeance!—[a the ſpoiler's blood 
Theſe flames ſhall be extinguiſh'd, 


MORCAR. 
Raſh attempt ! 
The devaſtation ſpread to ſuch extent, 
Thus in the inſtant, proves their force too ſtrong 
For you to cope with.— Might my counſel weigh, 
You'll march for York directly, while the night 
Covers your weakneſs. 


MM O8- 


„ 
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. OS BRIGHT E. 
Never will I — 
The ſun ſhall witneſs that I ſcorn their force. 
Perfidious traitor !—This is Buthred's truce. 
N They follow him But I'll defeat his ſchemes — 
| | This moment he ſhall die. 


|.  MORCAT. 
| Suſpend your rage — 


You've been deceiv*d—Earl Buthred is no traitor. 


| OSBRIGHTE, (/tarting) 
How, Morcar ! Not a traitor !—That would raife 
An army *gainſt my ſoul, more terrible 
Than all the Danes alive 


MOR CAR. 

Heav'n ſave your ſoul; 
And from the guilty author of this ruin PTY” 
Require the dread account Earl Buthred's wrong'd— 
Elwin, his ſole accuſer, own'd, the charge 
Was feign'd;—that envy and ambition urg'd him, 
When Rena's fatal beauty fir'd your fancy, | 
To fan the flime—to ſtifle all your ſcruples, 
With ev'ry breath of flattery, ev'ry looſe 
Incentive to.defite. 

OSBRIGHTE, (much affected. 


Can this be true : 
Could heav'n permit? - Morcar, I think you honeſt. 


MOR CAR. 
My life upon the proof Let both be brought 


Here 


a2 69 


| Here face to face; you'll ſee the zroundleſs charge 
Fade in his preſence, like the ſhades of night 
Before the orient ſun, | | 


OSBRIGHTE. 
Why didſt thou not 
Inform me ſooner—time enough to ſave — 


MORCAR. 
Since you retir'd, he told me all in triumph ! 
I ſhould not have conceal'd it. 


OSBRIGHTE, 
Where's the ſlave ? 


MORCAR. 

I call'd him on the firſt alarm, when lo !— 
He ſtood aghaſt—cold'fear numb'd ev'ry ſenſe, 
And ſtupified his ſoul — That gaiety, 

And unconcern, which look'd ſo much like ſpirit, 
Fled at the fight of danger; fled, when guilt 
Blacken'd each fear, and open'd hell before him. 


OSBRIGHTE. 
Infernal wretch But I ſhall lire -O Morcar !— 
Could Buthred ſee my heart, its pangs would glut 
His keeneſt vengeance—Grief is happineſs 
To what J feel. Here !—here !—th' eternal ſting.— 


MORCAR. 
Have better hope—This ſtorm may yet be laid, 
And Buthred's injur'd honour reconcil'd. 


Acknowledgment, fair harbinger of peace, 
oa Sweet 
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Sweet ſmiling promiſer of wiſh'd redreſs, 


Diſarms reſentment.—Nor need Oſbrighte bluſh 
Souls truly noble are above the pride, 

The low, falſe pride, that aggravates offence 

By perſevering ; and holds honour wounded 

By owning human error, —Would my liege - 


OSBRIGHTE, 

No, Morcar, never ; while the threats of danger 
May ſeem to bend my ſoul !—"T would look like fears 
Elſe would I fly this moment—at his feet 
Proftrate my humble heart ; embrace his knees, 

And bear his ſpurns with patience.—And if heav'a 


Aſſiſt my arms— ö 
 (Claſhing of ſwordi,; &c.) 


MORCAR. 
But hark, the cries grow louder. 


I've mann'd the walls, and doubled ev'ry watch 
Your prefence would inſpire new life. 


OS B RIGHTE. 
I follow: 
[Exit Morcar, 

( Alme)—Will morning never riſe on give me light 
To ſee my foes I would not fall unknown, 
Unnatic'd, unreveng'd, among the croud, 
In undiſtinguiſh'd ruin; for now, death 
Is my ſoul's only wiſh—By heav'n, the villain ! 


Enter Elwin. 


Elwin, produce the proofs of Buthred's treaſon 
This very inſtant, 
E LW I N. 


Sg: 7.2 4 S325 ”1 
E L WIN. 


Proofs !—This is no time 
For ſcanning proofs— The Danes on every ſide— 


OSBRIGHTE. 
This inſtant prove his guilt, —or by yon Heav'n.— 


ELWIN. 
My Liege, you ſought no proof - but my ſuſpicion. 


OS BRIGHT E. 


Think not t' eſcape by ſuch low fallacy— 
Unfold ſome ſecret council tell ſome act 
Pregnant with circumſtance, to give ſuſpicion, 
At leaſt the ſemblance of being juſtly founded. 


EL VWI. 


As ſoon might I replace at your command 
The fancy'd figures in yon faded cloud, | 
As ſhew in their juſt force, each word, each geſture, 
Glance of the eye, and flexion of the voice 
That gives ſuſpicion ; to the obſervant eye 
The force of cleareſt proof! I thought him guilty,— 
I knew his death eſſential to your ſafety, 
After the vain attempt on beauteous Rena— 
And held that guilt ſufficient. 


 OSBRIGHTE. 


: Curſt attempt ! 
And doubly curſt the baſe ſuggeſter of it; 
Whoin the unguarded moment, like the toad 
Cloſe at the ſleeping traveller's ear, pour'd in 
His poiſon to my ſoul ( Houts) | 
3 
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| E L WIN. 
They're come—the Danes— 
OS BRIGHT E. 
Vile—trembling—execrable ſlave, no Danes 


Shall diſappoint my vengeance.— (going to kill him) 


Enter Morcar. 


MORCAR. 
( Catching Oſbrigbte's arm) Hold, my Liege, 
Diſhonour not your ſword with ſuch a ſtain = 
ELWIN. 


How, Morcar !—you !— 
{To Ofbrighte)——I know my Sov'reign's juſtice z 


Whate'er I've done, your pleaſure was my motive; 


And ſure the end ſhould juſtify the means 
At leaſt to you 

MORCAR. 

So grovels in the duſt 

The wounded ſerpent, whoſe proud creſt &erwhile 
Sparkling with eager fury for his prey, 
Flaſh'd fiery rage—A few ſhort hours are paſt, 
Since you exulted in a loftier ſtrain. 
But ſhort's the triumph of the wicked man! 
The glitter of ſucceſs, that blazon's guilt, 
Glares for a moment, like the light'ning's flaſh, 


To plunge the gloomy ſoul in deeper darkneſs, 
And double all its horrors, 


E L. 
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EL WIV. 
Is this well? 
Morcar, thou ſeeſt me fallen._—_ 


MORCAR. 


Below revenge |— 
Thy Sov'reign ſcorns thy forfeit life, — 


OS BRIGHT E. 


Vile wretch | 
Seek, if tion dar'ſt, thy _ amid the foe— 
Away [Exit Elwin guarded, 


Now, Morcar, will I ſee Earl Buthred ;j— j—_ 
Myſelf will ſet him free, — 


MORCAR. 
Alas, too late 
Earl Buthred is eſcap'd I found the ſoldier 
Slain at his door, and his apartments empty; 
And much, I fear, he has join'd the Danes; — for now 
His name from every quarter rings. 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Thanks bounteous fate I thank thee for his guilt, 
Morcar, thy words exalt me from deſpair, 
My ſoul is free Earl Buthred is a traitor ! 
He joins my foes !—he fights againſt his King. 


MORCAR. 


Would that he ne'er had cauſe—ſome injuries 
Too ſtrong for nature, overbalance duty 
And make revenge a virtue. 


L O 5S- 
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OS BRIGHTE. 
| __ Fatal truth 


Yes, Buthred's juſtified—His wrongs abſolve him — - 


Dare I meet him: Will not my ſoul ſtart back, 


And tremble at the lightning of his ſword ?—(afide) 


Thank Heav'n, at length tis day. 
MORCAR. 


A doubtful light 


Precedes the PRO and opens ſcenes of horror, 
Far better buried in eternal night— 

Where yeſter-evening, plenty and content 

Sat ſmiling at each other, on the fruits 

Of induſtry ; now meagre deſotation 

Stalks o'er the ſmoaking ruins— 


O8 BRIGHT E. 
SGnhall Lever 


Head my 3 Britons more? The —_—_ 
Shall rue their daring— 


Enter a Soldier, wounded. 


SOLDIER, (t Morcar.) 


Haſte !/—The Weſtern gate — 


MORCAR 
Is there no faith in-man !—The poſt of Algar.— 


SOLDIER. 


Brave Algar's faith is written in his blood, 
A number of Earl Buthred's boldeſt men 


Led 


A. TT 4A OI D y. 7; 


| Led on by Elbert, burſting from the caſtle, 

Attack'd our rear, while reſting on our arms 

We watch'd the Danes - Twas all confuſion, flaughter, 
Reſiſtance was impoſlible—Scarce one 

Had time to graſp his ſ\word—(Ffalls)— 


OSBRIGHTE. 


And Elbert too? 
Can I truſt none?—You, Marcar, had the guard | 


Can I truſt none ? 

MORCAR. 

My Liege, an adverſe pow'r 
O'er-rules—There muſt have been ſome ſecret way 
Unknown to us.— While I have life, this hand, 


This ſword, ſhall never fail you !—Juſtice now 
Arms in your cauſe, and animates each heart— 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Call my brave men, my Britons We'll regain 
The gate, before the traitors are ſupported — 
Then burſt upon them in a ſtorm—cut thro, 

And fight our way to Vork - 


Enter Buthred and Soldiers. 


BUTHRE D. 
| Stay, Tyrant ! —Baſe, 
Inhoſpitable raviſher ! 
OSBRIGHTE. 
Ha !—Buthred |-— 
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BUTHRE D. 
Juſtice has caught, a and vengeance lifts the ſcourge 


To laſh thy crimes Draw back, my fellow-ſoldiers, 
Heav'n owes him to my hand !—Thy guilt !—Thy fears, 


Mine and my Rena's wrongs, aſſiſt my ſword, 


 OSBRIGHTE, 


Hold, Buthred !—Pauſe we on the brink of fate, 
My ſword is good, my arm as ſtrong as thine ; 
But my ſoul ſecks another foe. 


BUTHRED. 


| Again! 
Pauſe, that your minion, Elwin, may have time 
To form ſome baſe device. Mean artifice |— 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Buthred ſhould know me better Know his Ring 
Incapable of artifice, or fear 
Of human force I ſpeak from nobler motives— 


My foul revolts againſt the unnatural war 


Of Briton againſt Briton. 


Enter Ela. 


E L A. 
Fly, Earl Buthred! 
This inſtant fly, or Rena's loſt for ever. 


The Danes have ſeiz'd her, and with _ rage 
Are forcing her away,— 


M OR. 
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MOR CAR. 
| The Danes, juſt heav'n ! 
I ſee thine hand! | RO 358 [ Aide. 
OSBRIGHTE. 
Earl Buthred, hear my words! 
My ſword is your*'s—a call like this ſuſpends 
All private enmity.—It is the cauſe, 
The gen'rai cauſe of honour and of virtue, 
When Rena ſhall be reſcued from the foe, 
If then thy honeſt pride ſhall ſtil] remain 
Unſfatisfied—1'll meet you in the inſtant. 


B UT HRE D. 
Diſtraction hark I- by heav'n her voice away — 
[ Exeunt all but Ela. 


E L 


Where can I hide me ?—whither ſhall I fly? 
Dangers have hemm'd me in on ev'ry ſide. 
The din grows louder - ev'ry horrid claſh 
Pierces my dying heart Shut) Protect me, heav*n ! 


"Re-enter Oſbrighte, leading in Rena, with his fwird drawn 
in his hand. 


R ENA. 


O unexpected woe I-this change of ſlavery 
Heaps ruin upon ruin.— With the Danes 
I had been ſafe ! their avarice of ranſom 
Would have protected 


08. 
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OS BRIGHT E. 
Fear not, thou art ſafe: 


No violence that Oſbrighte can repel ; 


No inſult from himſelf ſhall wound thy virtue. 
This ſword, that reſcu'd from the ſavage Dane, 


Shall guard thee for thy lord 


Enter Buthred, from the Caſile. 
Earl Buthred, here 
Receive thy Rena from the hands of Oſbrighte. 
(Trumpet at a diſtance, 
That trumpet calls me where the battle rages. 
Anon I'll come, and anſwer thy demands. 


BUTHRED. 
Can that be Oſbrighte ?—That the midnight ruffian, 


The invader of the ſacred marriage bed? (Ha aſide 


Where did he meet thee ? 


R E N A. 
At the weſtern gate 
He ſtopp'd the ravagers ; and with his ſword 
Opening a paſlage through them, led me hither, 
A moment more had giv'n me to their power 
Beyond relief. 


B UT HRE D. 
I fought you in your chamber; 
But heav'n thought meet that he ſhould ſet you free. 
I fee its ſacred will, and muſt ſubmit ; t 
Mutt leave my vengeance to a mightier hand. 


RENA, 
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REN A 

Am I fo bleſs'd, to fee my Lord in ſafety— 
To claſp him thus But what may yet remain ? 
The ſun has ris'n but twice, ſince he beheld 
My lot the happieſt on this fide heav'n. 
But Oh, the dire reverſe - the interval 
Stretch'd to an age by miſery, ſo appalls 
My ſoul, it ſickens at the thought of life. 


BUT HRE D. 


Fear not, my love the happineſs which virtue 
Earns in the midſt of dangers and diſtreſs, 
Is firmly founded on a rock, that braves 
The ſtorms of fortune—Grateful for the change, 
We'll ne'er look back but to endear our bliſs, 


Enter Morcar. 


MORCAR. 


Haſte, or all's loſt, my lord I- your men aloof 1 
Look for their leader; while the furious Dane 
Bears all before him—Oſbrighte ſcarce maintains 
„Th' unequal fight. | 


BUTHRED. 


Haſte, Morcar, let a trumpet 
Summon the Dane to parley. 


MORCAP. 
*Tis in vain f! 
He ſcoffs at faith When Elbert, as he enter'd, 


Bade him remember that he came your friend, 
And 


0 BF EEE : 


And urg'd the treaty—** Ves, he cried, © I'll keep 

ec Treaties, when this“ —waving his ſword aloft—. 

« Can't cut them through.” Then aim'd a treacherous 
blow | | | 8 

That flew him unſuſpeQing. 


BUTHRED. 
Elbert lain! 
Slain by the Danes ?—Heav'n ſtruck with Tvar's hand, 
To mark the blow more ſtrongly for-its own. | 
On whom ſhall fall-the next ? ot, (Alids.) 


MOR CAR. | 
My lord, the time 


BUTHRED. 

And muſt I leave my Rena, mid theſe horrors ? 
What can I do ?—Retire, my love, a moment— 
Morcar, I leave the treaſure of my ſoul 
Safe in your care I truſt her to your virtue— 


MORCAR. 


My lord, I ſee what agonizing pangs 
Tear your divided heart, and fee] them with you. 
Againſt the world I'd guard her- but the King, 
Perhaps this moment overpower'd by numbers, 
Looks round for Morcar.— 


BUTHRED. 


Morcar, you muſt ſtay ! 
I can truſt none but you—VIl lead my people; 


And take your place beſide him. — Should I fall 


Be not alarm'd, my love Il fear no danger. 


RENA. 


aq TAN GG ED YA 
R E N A. 
O my lov'd lord !—wilt thou again deſert me ? 
To fight the battle of a lawleſs tyrant ——- 


Can glory yield, or honour een require 
A ſacrifice like this ? 
BUTH R E D. 

It is not glory; 
A voice more powerful calls me to the field— 
To ſave my Rena love ſupplanting virtue, 
J madly join'd the foe, let looſe the rage, 
The ravages of war upon my country 
But Heav'n, perhaps, in mercy may accept 
My weak endeavours to repel that foe, | 
And heal my country's wounds O generous Morcar, 
Should ought befall me,—to her father's boſom 
Reſtore the ſacred charge, in happier days 
Intruſted to my love. Protect her Heaven !— 


Exit Buthred, 


R E N A. 


Hold thy own ſhield before him, God of N les, 
And turn aſide the ſword— 


MORCAR. 


Lady, retire, | 
The tumult moves this way—Relentleſs war 
Too often falls with undiſcerning rage 
Too often ſpotleſs innocence, with guilt, 
Is ſwept in one wild ruin. 
| M REN As 
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RE NA. 
| Ela, cone! 
Life is ſtill dear to me, if Buthred live 
Ha ! if he live?—Oh, agonizing doubt, 
Would not this frame feel inſtant diſſolution, -. 
If its lov'd Lord were ſnatch'd away ?—He ſaid— 


Should ought befall me—Could he think I'd live ? 
The care that look'd beyond his life to guard me, 


Wrong'd my devoted heart — (Morcar maves)—I go— 
Oh Buthred ! | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Wed. 


Enter Oſbrighte, retiring before Ivar. 


Fuſt as they are going to renew the fight, a parley is 
ſounded within, then 


Enter Buthred—( advancing between them) 


BUTHRED. 


Hear, King of Danes, and thou Northumbria, 
I come to ſheath the unneceſſary ſword 
Drawn in the cauſe of Buthred, and reſtore 
The truce, 


. 


Away, I own no truce | nor ever 
Will ſheath my ſword, till ſated with the blood 
Of Oſbrighte and his Britons, 


O S- 
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OS BRIGHT E. 


(advancing } Vile Barbarian ! 
Firſt feel the vengeance of a Britiſh arm 
Thus Oſbrighte meets thee. 


BUTHRE D. 
Fold, King Ofbrighte, hold! 

Reſtrain your wrath a moment—Hear me, Ivar, 
Call'd by the raſhneſs of officious zeal, 
You came my friend profeſs'd ; and pledg'd re oath 
To ſtop the rage of war at my demand— 
I claim the faith of treaty ;—Reverence 
The Gods you worſhip, before whom you ſwore, 
And draw you forces off. 


I V AR. | 
Dare they claim faith, 

Who have broke allegiance ?—Blindneſs not to know 
My league with Buthred was againſt himſelf, 
As much as Oſbrighte ;—againſt every man 
Who bears the name of Briton !—When a foe 
In civil diſcord takes the weaker part, 
*Tis but to ruin both to keep alive 
The unnatural ſtruggle, till it waſt their force, 
And leaves them a defenceleſs prey to foes, 
Their weakneſs took for friends. But I waſte time! 
The ſacred raven ſhakes his wings, and croaks 
With joy, at ſcent of Britiſh blood. 

| [Trumpets at a diſlance. 
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B UT HRE D. 
5 | He comes ! 
I've parly'd well—Now perfidy receive 
Thy juſt reward. My Liege, theſe trumpets tell 
Edgar's arrival with the force of Deira— 
Juſtly diſtruſting Daniſh faith, I ſent = 
To ſummon his approach— 


IV A RX. 
Curſt be thy caution! 

Thy buſy zeal has marr'd my enterprize ; X 
I thought the ſenſe of private injuries 
Diſfolv'd all public ties—But break we off 
Rollo, draw up your force on yonder green |! 
Our men will there have room, if theſe baſe Britons 
Dare face our ſury— [Exeunt Ivar and Danes, 


OS BRIGHT E. 


Ha l- By Heav'n they fly !— 
Come on, my friends They ſhan't eſcape us ſo !— 


[ Exeunt Oſbrighte, Buthred, &c, in purſuit 


a 


Alarms—Scent changes to the Court — Flouriſh, 
Enter Oſbrighte, Buthred, and Soldiers. 


OSBRIGHTE, 


How ſuddenly they vaniſh'd !—Ravagers 
Are neyer bold, but when they can ſurprize 


Here, 
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Here, and away— They're like the whirlwind's blaſt, 
Seen only in the act of deſolation. 
BUTHRED. 

The ſhaft of vengeance will o'ertake their flight. 
Edgar is in purſuit his force already 
Like the Weſt wind, has ſwept into the ſea 
Thoſe locuſts ſpread upon the coaſt of Deira, 
Deſtroying all that might eſcape their rapine. 


Enter Elwin, led in wounded, 


EL WIN, ; 
(ſupported) O help me Lead me to my Sov'reign's 
feet !— f | 
You bade me ſeek a fate, and I have found it. 
Earl Buthred too !—Thank Heav'n the ſhades of death 
Will hide me, ſoon, —O can my Liege forgive 
Bend me yet further back—One moment, Heav'n— 
Spare me a moment. Can my Liege forgive 
The baſe abuſer of his confidence ? 
Will Buthred's pardon give wy trembling ſoul - ' 
One ray of hope ( dies.) | 


8 


BUT HRE D. 
Heav'n's mercy reach us all. 


Enter 


a 


86 23 UT HR R D: 
Enter Morcar, Rena, and Ela. 
MO ROC AR. 
Earl Buthred, J reſtore your lovely charge 
Auſpieious be the moment Never more 


May any ſtorm divide, to make our ne 
So painfully extatic— 


| BUTHRED. 


Not more gladly 
Did our firſt father, from his maker's hand, 
Receive in all the bloom of new creation, 
The bluſhing mate, beneficently given, 
To make compleat the bliſs of Paradiſe. 


RE N A. 


Nor with more grateful reverence and joy 
Did ſhe embrace the Lord of her exiſtence, 
+ Whofe charms ſhe but reflected In whoſe bliſs, 
The end of her creation, ſhe was bleſs'd. 


OSBRIGHTE. 


Could I diſturb ſuch harmony of ſoul? 

Or think to break an union ſeal'd in Heaven? 
Morcar, call forth your men, we'll join Earl Edgar, | 
And ſtrengthen his purſuit. —The ſavage Dane 
Shall rue his menaces if I o'ertake him. 

And now, Earl Buthred, here I ſtand to anſwer, 

As man to man, whatever claim your honour | 

Shall make upon me.—T'hat I've wrong'd thee, Buthred, 
My foul feels ſhame and forrow—— 


* B U- 


©. 
"#64 %.4 


Y 


o 
R A E D x. 87 
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BUT HREN 


| — 
e Gracious Oſbrighte 1. , 
My wrongs are done away. My impious arm, * 
Rais'd in the daring phrenzy of revenge * 


Againſt my Spv'reign, cancels eyery wrong 
Done to a ſubject ; as our generous reſcue 
Of Rena from the brutal violence, 


Drawn on her by my raſhnefs, ſtills the voice 
Of her complaints— 


OS BRIGHT E. : 


A duty to myſelf !— 


A debt which every baſe man owes the ſex, 
Could badly expiate ſuch ſacrilege. 

Tho' when you know by what inſidious arts 
My unſuſpecting heart was practis'd on, 

It may extenuate ſomewhat— - 


BUTHRED, 


| In his blood, 
Who caus'd the offenc—Be the remembrance of it, 
Kor ever waſh'd away.—Will Oſbrighte pardon— 


OSBRIGHTE, 


* Can my friend forget ( they embrace.) 


MOR CAR. s 


There died perfidious Denmark's blaſted hope. 


While Britons are unanimous, they ſcorn 


The 
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